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Introduction 



Present day conditions of public feeling, aided 
by an almost universal censorship conducted by 
cemetery authorities, has practically ended the 
manufacture of absurd epitaphs. 

In compiling a work of this kind it is therefore 
obvious that the major part of its contents are, to 
say the least, not modern. Also that some of 
the collection has previously appeared in previous 
publications. 

However, a large number of previously unpub- 
lished epitaphs have been obtained, to which are 
added many which have only appeared before in 
rare publications, long out of print. 

Certain epitaphs, by their frequent publication, 
have become accepted classics in graveyard liter- 
ature and could not with propriety be excluded 
from as complete a collection as this. 

Of these latter there are vev^w^ N^rax^s^*^ \<55^ 

tbey have been copied and Tee»o^\^^ Vtopwv ^'"sw^^ 

terf to cemetery in a\\ patt^ oi NXi^ ^ ^^"^^^ ^ 



6 INTRODUCTION 

effort has been made to present only the best forms 
of tills class. 

Many important epitaphs have never been ac- 
tually engraved upon tombs, but have appeared as 
obituary notices in periodicals or in the writings of 
recognized authors of standing. Still others have 
appeared in works of fiction, or without pretense 
of validity have been published in Other mediums. 
Their presence here is chiefly valuable as in- 
stancing the validity of the adage — "Truth is 
stranger than fiction." Their wit or absurdity is 
often less than that of epitaphs of undisputed au- 
thenticity. 

Being familiar with the majority of previous 
publications on this subject, the compiler of this 
volume does not hesitate to recommend it as the 
most complete, comprehensive, and careful selec- 
tion of odd, grotesque and striking epitaphs yet 
presented to the public. 

Acknowledgments are made to Alexander H. 
Laidlaw, Jr., of New York City, for the use of 
private collections and other assistance in making 
this collection. 

Frederic Wm. Unger. 

J*Jii2ade2phia, July 1, 1904. 
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Unconscious Humor 



Toy 

The Memory of 

John Phillips 

Accidentally Shot 

as 

A Mark of Affection by His 

Brother. 



I^rom St. Nicholas^ Ya/rmouth : 

Here lyeth ye body of 

Sarah Bloomfield, 

Aged 74 

Cut off in blooming yutlie we can but pity. 



In New Jersey : 

Julia Adams 
Died of thin shoes, k^tW Vl^iXiA^^'^ 
aged 19 ye^t%. 



8 EPITAPHS 

In Plymouth chv/rchya/rd : 

Here lies the body of 

Thomas Vernon, 

The only surviving son of 

Admiral Vernon. 



New Berne. North Carolina : 

Ingenious youth, thou art laid in dust. 
Thy friends, for thee, in tears did burst. 



From Montmartre cemetery : 

Here lies A. B. 

Who at the age of eighteen 

earned £40 a year. 



Over the grave of a musical composer were the 
lines — 

He has gone to the only place where 
Ifi's own works are excelled. 
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This was copied by the widow of a pyrotech- 
aics manufacturer, as follows : 

^Erected h^ his spouse 
to the memory of 

A B 

Manufacturer of Fireworks. 
He has gone to the only place 
Where his own works are excelled. 



The widow of a man who was blown to pieces 
by gunpowder, insisted that the following be 
written above his gathered fragments : 

He rests in pieces. 



> John Palfryman, who is buried here 
Was aged four and twenty ye^r, 
And near this place his mother lies 
Likewise his father when he dies. 



/ Ledyard, Conn., on a man who died of natural 
causes after several attempts at ^\5Acvd^\ 

He died an laoneal de^^XXi- 



lO EPITAPHS 

On a missionary in India : 

Here lies the body of the Kev. T. Henry, M. A., 

who long laboured as a Christian missionary 

amongst the Eajputs. 

He was shot by his chokedar. 

" Well done, good and faithful servant." 



^ A marble-cutter, inscribing the words, — " Lord, ^ 
she was thine " upon a tombstone, found that he 
had not figured his spaces correctly and he 
reached the end of the stone one letter short. 
The epitaph therefore read : 

" Lord, she was thin." 



The following is an extract from a letter re- 
ceived at the Pension Office at Washington : 

" As I married three soldiers, I don't see how 
you can git out of holding that I am the widow 
of at least one of them. I done my duty to one 
and all of them, and I laid them out side by side, 
as you can see by visiting the sometry at Oke 
Hill, where they lay at rest under their names 
and dates, with one poem covering all. 

'*'0 Lord, who raaketh man to live 
For but a fleating day. 
You have it in Your power to give 
^s well as take away." 



EPITAPHS 1 1 

A marble-cutter, not having sufficient room 
upon the stone for the desired epitaph, — " Let 
her rest in peace ! " abbreviated it thus : y 

" Let her R. I. P." 



From Germaritown^ Pa,: 

Here lies the dust of Louisa Orr, whose soul is 
now a little angle in Heaven. 



Here lies Peter Montgomery, who was acci- 
dentally shot in his 30th year. This monument 
was erected by grateful relatives. 



From Colorada: 

Bill Jenkins. Died June 13, 1901. 
He done his damn'dest damn'dest. Angels 

could do no more. 



From a churchyard in Bothesay : 
Erected by Jane 



to the memory of her husband John . 

** Him that oometh unto m^ \ nn'^ \\3l ^^ ^^^ 

cast out,^^ 
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>From a chv/rchyard in Pembrokeshire : 

Here lie I, and no wonder I'm dead, 

For the wheel of the waggon went over my head. 



On a mcdd of honor : 

Here lies (the Lord have mercy on her) 
One of Her Majesty's maids of honour : 
She was young, slender, and pretty ; 
She died a maid — the more's the pity. 



South Dennis^ Mass.: 

Of seven sons the Lord his father gave. 

He was the fourth who found a watery grave. 

Fifteen days had passed since the circumstance 

occurred. 
When his body was found and decently interred. 



On a tombstone at Florence is this inscription : 

Here lies Salvino Abmolo d'Armati, 

of Florence, 

the inventor of spectacles. 

Maj God pardon his sins I 

The year 1318. 
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Colorado : 



y He was young 
He was fair 
But the Injuns 
Baised bis hair. 



Poor Betty Conway 

She drank lemonade 

At a masquerade 

So now she's dead and gone away. 



t Here lies Dame Dorothy Peg, 
Who never had issue except in her leg, 
So great was her art, so deep was her cunning, 
That while one leg stood, the other kept running. 



In a Scotch graveyard : 

Here — lies my guid and gracious auntie, 
Wham death has packed in his portmanty^ 
Three flfcore years and ten d\d ^o^ ^\\»V^^^ 
And here she lies, wba deW da\«^\\VL'^^^'^ 



14 EPITAPHS 

On a Locomotive : 

Collisions four or five she bore 

The signals were in vain, 

Grown old and rusted, 

Her biler busted — 

And smashed the excursion train. 



Here I lays 
Killed by a chaise. 



From Pewsey churehya/rd in DorseUhire : 

V Here lies the body 

of 

Lady O'Looney, 

Great niece of Burke, 

Commonly called the Sublime. 

She was 

Bland, passionate, and deeply religipus, 

Also she painted 

In water-colors. 

And sent several pictures 

To the Exhibition. 

She was first cousin 

To Lady Jones, 

And of Such 

Is the Kingdom of Heaveu. 



EPITAPHS 



T Ma/rylcmd : 

7 Elizabeth Scott lies buried here. 

i She vas born Nov. 20th, 1785, 

according to the best of her recollection. 



i 



>. 



\ 



BurlingtoTij Va.: 



i < Died when young and full of promise 

Of whooping cough our Thomas. 



In a Pennayl/ocmia churchya/rd : 

V Eliza, sorrowing, rears this marble slab 
To her dear John, \/ho died of eating era 



The following is in the Necropolis^ Glasgow : 

Here lyes Bessy Bell, 

But whereabouts I cannot tell. 



From Montrose churchya/rd : 

Here lies the bodeys of George Young ai 

label Guthrie, and all theix ^o^\,^Tv\i^ \<^'^ ^ 

years teok wards. "iJ^o^e^mX^^^^^^*^- 
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yFroin Nettlebed churchyard^ Oxfordshire : 

Here lies father, and mother, and sister, and I : 
We all died within the space of one short year : 

They were all buried at Wimble except I, 
And I be buried here. 



At Foshroohey in Northumherlcmd : 

Here lieth Matthew HoUingshead, 
Who died from cold caught in his head. 
It brought on fever and rheumatiz, 
Which ended me — for here I is. 



From a cemetery nea/r Cincinnati : 

Here lies — ■ — 
Who came to this city and died 
for the benefit of his health. 



From Belturhet churchyard^ Ireland : 

Here lies John Higley, 
whose mother and father were drowned 
in their passage from America. 
'B^ad tbeyboth lived they would \iaNe\i^«v!^VivxY\^d 

here. 
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Broom churchyard^ Bedfordshire: 

God be praised 
Here is Mr. Dudley senior, and Jane his wife 

also; 
Who while living was his superior, but see what 

death can do. 
Two of his sons also lie here, One Walter, t'other 

Joe; 
They all of them went — in the year 
1510— below. 



From St, Philip^ 8 churchyard^ Birmingham : 

V To the memory of James Baker, who died 

January 27th, 1781. 

O cruel Death, how cou'd you be so unkind 
To take him before and leave me behind ? 
You should have taken both of us, if either, 
Which would have been more pleasing to the 
survivor. 



Block Island^ If. Y.: 

flue's done a catc\v\T\^ e.ov\. 
And gone to mee\, \A^ ^c>^- 
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Tennessee : 

V She lived a life of virtue and died of the 
cholera morbus, caused by eating green fruit in 
hope of a blessed immortality. 
Reader, go tbou and do likewise. 



Samuel Gardner was blind in one eye and in a 
moment of confusion he stepped out of a receiv- 
ing and discharging door in one of the ware- 
houses into the ineffable glories of the celestial 
sphere. 



Waylcmd : 

' Here lies the body of Dr. Hay ward, 
A man who never voted. 
Of such is the kingdom of Heayen. 



^ Father and Mother and I 
Choose to be buried asunder, 
Father and Mother here, 
And I buried yonder. 



EPITAPHS 19 

Oreenwood^ N, Y,: 

y Grieve not for me my Harriet dear 
For 1 am better off, 
You know what were my sufferings, 
And what a dreadful cough. 



Alexandria^ Va.: 

(Mr. James Danner, late of Louisville, having 
been laid by the side of his four wives received 
this touching epitaph.) 

X An excellent husband was this Mr. Danner, 
He lived in a thoroughly honorable manner, 
He may have had troubles, 
But they burst like bubbles, 
He's at peace now, with Mary, Jane, Susan 
and Hannah. 



Pembroke^ New Hampshire : 

Here lies a man 
Never beat by a plan. 
Straight was his aim 
And sure of his game. 
Never was a\o\«t 
And invented «i Te^\o\N« 
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The manner of her death was thus 
She was druv over by a bus. 



On the twenty second of June, 
Jonathan Fiddle went out of tune. 

Ben Johnson. 



The following is taken from a head-board at £ 
grave in the Sparta Diggings, California; and, 
taking the orthography into consideration, it is 
an unconscious blending of the serio-comic with 
the would-be sublime : 

In memory ov 

John Smith, who met 

wierlent death neer this spot 

18 hundred and 40 too. He was shot 

by his own pistill ; 

It was not one of the new kind, 

but a old fashioned 

brass barre], and of such is the 

Kingdom of heaven. 
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""Here lies the body of Molly Dickie, the 
<rife of Hall Dickie, tailor 

Two great physicians first 
My Loving husband tried. 

To cure my pain 

In vain, 

At last he got a third, 

And then I died. 



Him as was, is gone from we, 
So we as is, must go to he. 



/n West churchyard, Tranent, Engla/nd : 

Trumpets shall sound, 

And archangels cry, 

" Come forth, Isabel Mitchell, 

And meet Wm. Matheson in the sky." 



St, Giles churchyard, Northamj^ton : 

Here lies a most dutiful daughter. 

Honest and just, 
Awaiting the res\xrTec\i\ouVev\\«^^^ 

To be one ot \\i^ lax^X*. 



Deliberate Humor 



Written over the entrance to a cemetery : 
Here lie the dead and here the living lie. 



Little boy, 

Pair of skates, 
Broken Ice, 

Golden Oates. 

Little girl, 

Box of paints, 
Sucked her brush. 

Joined the Saints. 

Bigger boy, 
Sea gull's nest. 

Bumbling rocks. 
Eternal rest. 

Bigger girl. 
Healthy bloom. 
Belt too tight J 
Early tomb. 

22 



EPITAPHS 

EaatweU cemetery^ Kent : 

Fear God, 
Keep the commandments, 
j and 

f Don't attempt to climb a tree, 

For that's what caused the death of me. 



At HvAitingdon : 

On the 29th of November 
A confounded piece of timber 
Came down, bang slam, 
And killed I, John Lamb. 



Here lie several of the Stowes, 
Particulars the last day will disclose. 



In Cheltenham churchyard : 

"^ Here lies I and ray two daughters, 
Killed by drinking ChelterAi^voL \5^\k^\ 
It we had stuck to ^\>sotcv ^'^i^X.^^ 
We shouldn't be \y \wg \xv \\l^^^ V«t^ 
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From Burlington churchyard^ Mass,: 

> Here lies the body of Mary Ann Lowder ; 
She burst whilst drinking a seidlitz powder : 
Called from this world to her heavenly rest, 
She should have waited till it effervesced. 



By Dr. Goldsniith, on Mr. Edward Pardon : 

Here lies poor Ned Pardon, from misery freed, 

Who long was a bookseller's hack ; 

He led such a damnable life in this world, 

I don't think he'll ever come back. 



She sought for aid and sought in vain. 
Physicians could not cure her pain. 
Her pains were those that can't be cured. 
No office had her life insured. 



What is life ? 'Tis but a vision I 
I met death in a collision. 
Twenty more died by the same. 
Verdict^Nobody to blame ! 



•' Many stood round, but none could save 
The blooming j'^outh from a watery grave. 
Bat, after a time, the corpse did rise 
^nd eager friends did seize tbe pm^. 
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Gone to meet his mother-in-law ! 



On an ossified man : 

He died hard. 



A. D. 1827 : y I am anxiously expecting you. 
A. D. 1867 : Here I am. 



From Lost Creek^ Colorado : 

Here lies the clay of Mitchell Coots, 
Whose feet yet occupy his boots. 
His soul has gone — we know not where 
It landed, neither do we care. 
He slipped the joker up his sleeve 
With vile intention to deceive, 
And when detected, tried to jerk 
His gun, but didn't get his work 
In with sufficient swiftness, which 
Explains the presence here of Mitch. 
At Gabriel's trump, if he should wake. 
He'll mighty likely try to take 
The trump with that same joker he 
Had sleeved so surreptitiously^ 
And which we placed \x^oiv\iS&\hKt 
When we concealed \i\s boA^ \i«^» 
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Thomas Parr, the well-known centenarian, had 
a son of the same name. The latter, who was 
past eighty when he died, has this epitaph : 

Here lies the body of Thomas Parr. 

What, old Tom? No. Why, young Tom ? Ah! 



^Listen! Mother, aunt and me 
Were killed sudden. Here we be. 
We should have no time to missle 
Had they blown the engine's whistle. 



An epitajph read : 

^ Here I lie snug as a bug in a rug. 

An envious relative directed that he be buried 
in an adjoining grave with the following inscrip- 
tion over him : 

Here I lie snugger than that other bugger. 



^ He got a fish bone in his throat 
And then he sang an angel's note. 



' Poor Martha Snell ! her's gone away, 
Her would if her could, but her couldn't stay ; 
^er'd tivo sore legs and a baddisVi co\xg\\, 
^at her leg it was as carried her oft. 
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Vineyard Ha/oen : 

;c John and Lydia, that blooming pair, 
A whale killed him and her body lies here. 



Bayfield'^ Miss.: 

X Stranger pause, my tale attend, 
And learn the cause of Hannah's end. 
Across the world the wind did blow, 
She ketched a cold that laid her low. 
We shed a lot of tears 't is true. 
But life is short — aged 82. 



Here lies the body of Mary Ann Bent, 

She kicked up her heels, and away she went. 



On Roger Norton^ Cornwall : 

^Here lies, alas! poor Koger Norton, 
Whose sudden death was oddly brought on 1 
Trying one day his corns to mow off, 
The razor slipped and cut his toe oflf ! 
The toe, or rather what it grew to, 
An inflammation quickly fla^ \,o\ 
The part then took to moT\»\l^\xv^^ 
Which was the cause ot TElog^^^"^ ^^'^^^- 
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The winter snow congealed his form 
But now we know our Uncle's warm. 



V Here lies the body of Jonathan Near 
Whose mouth it stretched from ear to ear. 
Tread softly, stranger, o'er this wonder. 
For if he yawns, you're gone, by thunder ! 



^ Old Yicar Sutor lieth here 
Who had a Mouth from ear to ear, 
Eeader, tread lightly on the sod, 
For if he gapes, you're gone, by G ■ 



In Ballyporen {Ire.) churchyard^ on league 
O^JBrian^ written hy himself : 

> Here I at length repose 
My spirit now at aise is ; 
With the tips of my toes 
And the point of my nose 
Turned up to the roots of the daisies. 



From New Jersey : 

Weep, stranger, for a father spilled 
From a stage coach and nearly killed, 
Misname was John Sykes, a maker of sassengers, 
^Ja/n with three other outside passeivgei^. 
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On old Jeremiah who died in Gray's Inn Lane 
Work House : 

Old Jerry's dead at last (God rest his soul) 

His body's shoveled down some work-house hole, 

Or else to Doctors given for dissection. 

His spirit has gone to Old Nick for correction, 

And his old clothes to spread some new infection. 



From Llangerrig churchyard^ Montgomery- 
shire : 

From earth ray body first arose 
But here to earth again it goes 
I never desire to have it more 
To plague me as it did before. 



An honest fellow here is laid 

His debts in full he always paid, 

And what's more strange, the neighbors tell us 

He brought back borrowed umbrellas. 



8t, BotolpK^s : 

A traveller lies here at rest 
Who life's rough ocean tossed on. 
His many virtues all eit^T^^'a^ 
Thus simply — " I^mfrorth Boslour 
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From a tomhstone in Connectimtt : 

"^Here lies cut down like unripe fruit, 
The wife of Deacon Amos Shute : 
She died of drinking too much coffee, 
Anny Dorainy eighteen forty. 



Here lies the body of Jonathan Stout. 
He fell in the water and never got out, 
And still is supposed to be floating about. 



He never won immortal fame 
Nor conquered earthly ills 
But men weep for him all the same 
He always paid his bills. 



Skcmeateles^ If. Y.: 

i Neuralgia worked on Mrs. Smith 
'Till neath the sod it laid her. 
She was a worthy Methodist 
And served as a crusader. 



On a man who was killed hy a pump : 

John Adams. 

^ Here lies John Adams, who received a thump 
Eight on the forehead from the parish pump. 
Which ga ve bim the quietus in the end, 

For many doctors did his case att^ud. 
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Mock epitaph written on door of Charles II's 
bedroom : 

^ Here lies our sovereign lord the king, 
Whose word no man relies on ; 
Who never said a foolish thing, 
And never did a wise one. 

Eabl of Kochester. 
The king on reading the above said, 
" It is very true ; my doings are those of my 
ministers, but my sayings are my own," thus 
turning the jest on Eochester. 



ChUd/weUj Englcmd : 

^ Here lies the body of 

John Smith. 
Buried in the cloisters 
If he don't jump at the last trump, 
Call, Oysters ! 



From New Jersey : 

"^She was not smart, she was not fair, 

But hearts with grief for her are swellin' ; 
All empty stands her \\lWft dc^aAt \ 
She died of ealitf \ja\»^T-Ta.Aow. 
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From a churchyard near Salisbury on a man 
named Button : 

Oh ! Sun, Moon, Stars, and ye celestial Poles 
Are graves then dwindled into button-holes ? 



af From the Baltimore Sun : 

I V He heard the angels calling him 

From the celestial shore, 
He flapped his wings and away he went 
To make one angel more. 



Here lies the body of Geordie Denham, 
If ye saw him now ye wadna ken him. 



Here lies the body of our Jean 
None in the parish half so mean 
She stayed in bed her clothes to save 
And nearly drowned to save a grave, 
When we all rise on Judgment Day 
She'll lie still if there's aught to pay. 



Here lies the body of Moses Worth 
Small of head and small of girth. 
He lied in life, he lies in death — 
Ite lied himself clean out oi bteaXXi- 
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Josephine lies here below, 
Upon ray word she was not slow, 
The life she led was very sporty — 
She died when she was nearly forty. 



Mason, Elk, and Mystic Shriner — 
Qeorgie was a steady jiner. 
He jined what e'er a jiner should, 
He jined most everything he could. 
He jined the good, he jined the ill, 
It's safe to say he's jining still — 
Where he has gone, we do not know, 
Perhaps he's jining things below. 



Shcmeateles^ New York : 

^ Underneath this pile of stones 
Lies all that's left of Sally Jones. 
Her narae was Lord, it was not Jones, 
But Jones was used to rhyrae with stones. 



And this variant : 

rHere lies John Bunn, 
Who was killed by a gun. 
His name wasn't Bunn, but his real name was 

Wood, 
But Wood wouldn't rhyme with. g(iLSi^^Si\\Xi^NX"^\» 
BuBn should. 
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Also : 

Underneath this ancient pew 

Lie the remains of Jonathan Blue ; 

His name was Black, but that wouldn't do. 



And this : 

)<Here lie the remains of Thomas WooAhsn^ 
The most amiable of husbands and excellent of 
men. 
N. B. His real name was yfoo&cock^ but it 
Wouldn't come in rhyme. — His widow. 



V Here lies the body of Jonathan Ground 
Who was lost at sea and never found. 



In a churchyard "near Gomterlury : 

Of children in all she bore twenty-four : 
Thank the Lord there will be no more. 



Here lies John Ross, 
Eick'd by a hoss. 



Man's life's a vapor, and full of woes, 
-fife cuts a caper, and down. \xe go^. 
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X A bird, a man, a loaded gun, 
No bird, dead man. Thy will be done. 



From Cornwally Englcmd: 

i Here lies the body of Gabriel John 
Who died in the year 1601. 
Pray for the soul of Gabriel John, 
You may if you please, or let it alone, 

For it's all one 

To Gabriel John, 
Who died in the year 1601. 



On one too poor to purchase burial s^Bice within 
the ohurch : 

^ Here I lie at the Church door. 
Here I lie because I'm poor, 
When I rise at the Judgment Day, 
I shall be as warm as they. 

Pencilled underneath was found — 

From a spirit within (the church) 
^ Tis true old sinner there you lie, 
^ Tis true you'll be as warm as I, 
But restless spirit, wby Iot^V.^ — 
That when you rise, you'W. gfi \»olir 
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In cm Eastern Pennsylvania churchyard : 

Little Willie, he was our lily, 

God for him sent, and we let him went. 

Underneath in pencil was written — 

One can't always sometimes tell, 
Willie may have went to H . 



From a Suffolk County churchyards England: 

Here lies the body of Mary Ann, ^ 
Who rests in the bosom of Abraham. 

Underneath some wag had pencilled : 

It's all very nice for Mary Ann 
But it's mighty tough on Abraham. 



By a man who was probably impressed with 
the uselessness of the fulsome epitaphs of his 
locality : 

Here lies the body of Stearnhold Oakes "^ 
Who lived and died like other folks. 



V 



In Oxfordshire — A trifle previous : 

Here lies the body of John Eldred, 
At least, he will be here when he's dead ; ^ 
But now at this time he is alive, 
TIj0 14th of August, Sixty-five. 
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On a Mr, Foote^ of Norwich : 

f Here lies a Foote 
Whose death may thousands save ; 
For Death has now one foot 
Within the grave. 



■r *' 



On a Mr. Fish : 

Worms are bait for fish 
But here's a sudden change, 
Fish is bait for worms — 
Is not that passing strange ? 



In St. George^s churchya/rdj Somerset : 

Here lies poor Charlotte, 
Who was no harlot, 
But in her virginity 
Though just turned nineteen — 
Which within this vicinity. 
Is hard to be found and seen. 



East Thompson^ If. Y,: 

Here lies one who never sacrificed his reason 
to superstitious God, nor ever belv^\^d\fca^X<^^^a^ 
swallowed the whale. 
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* Peter letig was his name 
Heaven I hope his station, 
Baltimore his dwelling place, 
And Christ is his salvation. 



Chraftorhy Vt: 

Gone Home Below 



Added by his widow and executrix — 

To follow you I'm not content, 
Unless I know which way you went. 



vA zealous locksmith died of late, 
And did arrive at heaven's gate ; 
He stood without and would not knock, 
Because he meant to pick the lock. 



Here lies Eichard Dent 
In his last tenement. 



Here lies Tommy Day 
Removed from over Ibe wa^. 
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No doctor ever physicked me, 

Was never near my side. 

But when fever came I thought of the name, 

And that was enough — I died. 



Avony Mass.: 

Consumption come, God's will be done, 
Let every sinner cease ; 
To Jesus fly, prepare to die. 
And find eternal peace. 



Marylcmd : 

My father and mother were both insane 

I inherited the terrible stain. 

My grandfather, grandmother, aunts and uncles 

Were lunatics all, and yet died of carbuncles. 



Keesville^ N. Y.: 

Here lies a man of good repute 

Who wore a No. 16 Boot 

'Tis not recorded how he died. 

But sure it is that open wide 

The gates of heaven m\x^\*\i^N^\^^««5L 

To let such monstrovx^ ie^^» \^vC«i\xv- 
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Here lies Sir John Plumpudding of the Grange, 
Who hanged iimself one morning for a change. 



>^ Sarah Thomas is dead and that's enough, 
The candle is out and so is the snuff 
Her soul is in Heaven you need not fear 
And all that's left is buried here. 



Wyoming County^ N. Y.: 

She was in health at 11.30 A. M. 
And left for Heaven at 3.30 P. M. 



Ithaca^ N. Y.: 

The pale consumption gave the fatal blow. 

The fate was certain although the event was slow. 



Tread softly mortals o'er the bones 
Of this world's wonder, Captain Jones, 
Who told his glorious deeds to many 
Yet never was believed by any. 
Posterity let this suflBce 
Reswore aWs true, yet here be \\e^. 
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Here lies the body of John Bidwell, 

Wha, when in life, wished his neighbors no evil. 

In hopes up to jump 

When he hears the last trump 
And triumph over Death and the Devil. 



Here lies the body of Dr. Bo wen 
Caught when death was out a mowin', 
Used to curing others' ills — 
Yet his homeopathic pills, 
Couldn't keep the Doc from goin'. 



Over a tragedicm : 

Taking off this awful actor 
Death was here a benefactor. 



Here lies the body of our Anna 

Done to death by a banana 

It wasn't the fruit that laid her low 

But the skin of the thing that made her go. 



On a politician : 

For eternal salvation 
He received nomination, 
And as he ey.\>ec\.^dL, 
Was duly e\ec\ie^. 
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On a millionaire : 

He thought of course his holdings must 
Admit him to the Heavenly Trust — 
But when he handed in his proxy, 
He found they wanted orthodoxy. 



Conjugal Epitaphs 



In a D&oonshi/re churchy a/rd : 

Charity, wife of Gideon Bligh, 
Underneath this stone doth lie. 
Nought was she e'er known to do 
That her husband told her to. 



Intended for his wife : 

Y Here lies my wife : here let her lie ! 
Now she's at rest, and so am I. 

John Dryden, 1631-1701. 



Bayfield y Miss.: 

V Here lies my wife in earthly mould, 
Who when she lived did naught but scold. 
Peace/ wake her nol, tot xio^ ^^^%50^n 
She bad ; but now 1 \iave 105 V^- 



A*» 
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A Welsh husband thus sings above the grave 
of his better-half : 

>/This spot is the sweetest I've seen in my life, 
For it raises my flowers and covers my wife. 



Bv/rlingtorij Vt: 

^ She lived with her husband fifty years 
And died in the confident hope of a better life. 



On a poet : 

Here let a bard unenvied rest 
Who no dull critic dare molest, 
Escaped from the familiar ills, 
Of thread-bare coat and unpaid bills ; 
From rough bum-bailiff's upstart duns, 
From sneering pride's detested sons. 
From all those pest'ring ills of life, 
From, worst of all, a scolding wife. 



'^ Here lies my poor wife, much lamented 
She's happy, and I'm contented. 
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< The following appeared upon a wife's tomb : 

Husband, prepare to follow me ! 

In time the husband added this : 

I cannot come, my dearest life, 
For I have married another wife. 
And much as I would come to thee, 
I now must live and die with she. 



On a bad wife, by her husband (from the 
Greek) : 

Ah, once dear partner of my days, 

Willing to thee this tomb I raise ; 

My grateful thoughts your shade pursue 

In this small gift so justly due. 

No envious tongue, with clamors rude 

Arraign'd this fact of gratitude. 

For all must know that with my wife 

I lost each hour of care and strife. 



Here lies John Dove who varied his life 
As a beater of gold by beating his wife. 



A widower placed the following upon the tomb 
of a beloved wife : 

^ 1 890. The Light of my \aI^ \x^^ ^q^^ ^^^»- 
1891. 1 have struck anoXXiet vaaX*^- 
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As father Adam first was fooled, 
A case that's quite too cominon, 
Here lies a man by a woman ruled, 
The devil ruled the woman. 



She was married twenty-six years and in all 
that time never once banged the door. 



Within this grave do lie, 
Back to back my wife and I. 
When the last trump the air shall fill, 
If she gets up I'll just lie still. 



At Selhy^ Yorkshire : 

Here lies my wife, a sad slattern and shrew, 
If I said I regretted her, I should lie too ! 



Stowe^ Vt: 

My wife from me departed 
And robbed me like a knave ; 

Which caused me broken hearted 
To sink into this grave. 

My children took an active part. 
To doom me did contrive; 

Which stuck a dagger in my heart 
That I could not survive. 
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Hollis, New Hampshire : 

Here lies Cynthia, Stevens* wife 
She lived six years in calms and strife. 
Death came at last and set her free. 
I was glad and so was she. 

The following is copied from a country church- 
yard : 

Here lies the body of James Robinson, and 

EuTH his wife. 
" Their warfare is accomplished." 



From St. Agnes, Cornwall : 

* Here lies the body of Joan Carthew, 
Born at St. Columb, died at St. Cue ; 
Children she had five, 
Three are dead, and two alive ; 
Those that are dead choosing rather 
To die with their mother than live with 
their father. 



From Painswich churchyard, near Stroud, 
Gloucestershire : 

^lA-Y wife is dead, and here she lies, 
Nobody laughs and nobody cries : 
Where she is gone to and Yion^ ^^ l^x^s^^ 
Nobody knows, and nobody c^x^^. 
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At Actofiy Gloucester : 

I laid my wife beneath this stone — for 

her repose 
And for mv own. 



Here lies my poor wife 
Without bed or blanket, 

But dead as a door nail, 
And God be thankit. 



yHere lies the body of Mary Ford, 
We hope her soul is with the Lord. 
But if for Tophet she's changed this life. 
Its better than being J. Ford's wife. 



Surlingtonj Yermont: 

^ Here lies the wife of brother Thomas, 
Whom tyrant death has torn from us. 
Her husband never shed a tear, 
Until his wife was buried here. 
And then he made a fearful rout, 

I^or fear she might find ber v^ay o\x\.. 
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On a husha/ad and wife : 

They were so one, that none could say 
Which of them ruled, or whether did obev — 
He ruled because she would obey, and she 
In so obeying, ruled as well as he. 



Here lies the body of Eoger Martin 

She was a good wife to Eoger, that's sartin. 



On a wife who was a shrew : 

Resurgam — (I am risen.) 
Underneath : 

"But don't tell my husband of it." 



Easex^ England : 

> Here lies the man Richard, 

And Mary his wife, 
Whose surname was Prichard : 

They lived without strife ; 
And the reason was plain, — 

They abounded in riclies, 
They had no care t\ot y*^\w., 

And his wife vjoxe W\<i \iv^<be)w«s». 
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A man in New Hampshire having lost his wife, 
he caused a stone to be placed over the grave on 
which in the depth of his grief he ordered to be 
inscribed : 

Tears cannot restore her — therefore I weep. 



In Burlington churchyard^ Mass,: 
Sacred to the memory of Anthony Drake, 
Who died for peace and quietness sake ; 
His wife was constantly scolding and scoffin', 
So he sought for repose in a twelve-dollar coffin. 



At Witchingham, on the tomh of Thomas 
Alleyn and his Tw^o Wives, oft., 1660 : 

Death here advantage hath of life I spye, 
One husband with two wives at once may lye. 



As a beautiful example of what a good wife 
should be we oflfer in conclusion the following : 

A monument in Streatham Church, Surrey, 
bears testimony to the virtues of 

Elizabeth, wife of Major Gen. Hamilton, 
who was married near forty-seven years, 

and 
Nerer did one thing to disoblige her husband. 

8be died in 1146, 
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Rebecca, wife of William Lynne, 

who died in 1663. 

Might I ten thousand years enjoy my life, 

I could not praise enough so good a wife. 



Derogatory 



> Beneath this stone a lump of clay, 

Lies Arabella Young ; 
Who on the 24:th of May, 
Began to hold her tongue. 



V Here lies the body of Sarah Sexton 
She was a wife that never vexed one. 
But I can't say as much for the one at the next 
stone. 



Here lies, thank God, a woman who 
Quarrelled and stormed her whole life through ; 
Tread gently o'er her mouldering ioTm, 
Or eJse jrou^ll rouse another storm- 

1:2 
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The following quaint epitaph is to he found in 
St. Gileses Cevnetery collection : 

The mortal remains of 

John Brindell, 

after an evil life of 64 years, 

Died June 18th, 1822, 

and lies at rest beneath this stone. 

Pause, reader ; reflect ; 

"Eternity, how surely thine." 



On John Hill, Manchester^ England : 

Here lies John Hill, 

A man of skill. 
Whose age was five times ten: 

He never did good 

And never would 
If he lived as long again. 



On Thomas Kemp, who \oas hanged for sheep- 
stealing : 

t^ Here lies the bodv of Thomas Kemp, 
Who lived by wool and died by hemp ; 
There nothing would suffice the glutton 
But with the fleece to steal the mutton; 
Had he but worked and\\N^^\v^\:\^^^^> 
He^d ne'er been huT\g tot «i ^^^^\ivw^^- 
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On the tombstone of a disagreeable old man : 
" Deeply regretted by all who never knew him." 



On Parker Hall, who was horn and executed 
at Oxford: 

/Here lies Parker Hall, and what is more rarish. 
He was born, bred, and hanged in St. Thomas's 
parish. 



On Mr. Miles. From Webley churchyard^ 
Yorha : 

^ This tombstone is a Milestone ; 
Hah ! how so ? 
Because beneath lies Miles who's 
Miles below. 



On a torrib at Babraham in CamhridgeshirCy 
hearing date 1600 : 

Here lyes Horatio Palavicene, 
Who robb'd the Pope to lend the Queene. 
He was a thief. A thief, thou ly'st : 
For whie ? He robbed but Antichrist. 
Him Death with besom swept from Babram 
Into the bosom of oulde Abram ; 
But then came Hercules with his club, 
And struck bim down to Bee\z.e\)vxV). 
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Here lies the body of Johnny Haskell, 
A lying, thieving, cheating rascal ; 
He always lied, and now he lies. 
He has no soul and cannot rise. 



xHere lies Dodge, who dodged all good 
And dodged a deal of evil. 
But after dodging all he could 
He could not dodge the devil. 



On a horae thief: 

He found a rope and picked it up, 
And with it walked away. 
It happened that to other end 
A horse was hitched, they say. 
They took the rope and tied it up 
Unto a hickory limb. 
It happened that the other end 
Was somehow hitched to him. 



On a covetou8 person : 
Of him within, nought e'e^t ^t^\K^ ^^^V'^^^ 
That you read this so ohea^ tvo^ tosJ*.^^^^^^^'^'^- 



\ 
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Here lies interred P. C. Bird 
Who sang on earth till sixty-two. 
Now up on liigh above the sky 
No doubt he sings like sixty, too. 



On a liar : 

Here lies a man who while he lived 
Was happy as a linnet. 
He always lied while on the earth 
And now he's lying in it. 



Here lies the dust of the sinfullest wretch 

That ever the .devil delayed to fetch, 

But the reader will grant it was needless he 

should 
When he saw him a-coming as fast as he could. 



Pinto lies here. 'Tis natural he should 
Who lied through life as often as he could. 
He thought of mending, but, to spite his will. 
Death came unlooked for and bade him lie still. 



^From, Lambeth churchyard^ on William 
Wilson, a quarrelsome Litigant : 
Here lieth W. W. 
^f^^o never more will trouble vouAtowVA^novs.. 
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Vicar Chest turned the bones of Martin, the 
regicide, out of the chancel of Chepstow Church, 
an act the vicar's son-in-law resented by inditing 
the following epitaph for him when he required 
one: 

^ Here lies at rest, I do protest. 
One Chest within another. 
The chest of wood was very good ; 
Who says so of the other ? 



Here lies a Cardinal who wrought 
Both good and evil in his time. 

The good he did was good for naught 
Not so the evil — that was prime. 



Epitdph of Susan Blake : 

(Written by Sir Thomas Moore at her urgent 
entreaty.) 

^ Good Susan Blake in royal state 
Arrived at last at Heaven's gate. 

(After an absence of years and having fallen 
out with her he added these two lines :) 

But Peter met her xviWi ^ CiVoX^ 

And knocked her Wc\l X^o^^^t*^"^* 
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On a worthless old maid : 
For three score years this life Cleora led, 
At Morn she rose, at night she went to bed. 

W. COWPER. 



On Sir Nathaniel Wraxall : 

Misplacing, mistaking, 
Misquoting, misdating 
Men, manners, things and facts all. 
Here lies Sir Nathan. Wraxall. 

G. CoLMAN, the younger. 

On a talkative old maid {1750) : 
^ Beneath this silent stone is laid 
A noisy antiquated maid, 
"Who from her cradle talked till death, 
And ne'er before was out of breath. 



Here lies a most ingenuous youth. 
Who, when it suited, spake the truth ; 
His parents' will he did obey, 
But always strove to have his way ; 
Gentle as ever mother kissed, 
But every friend had felt his fist ; 
His neighbor's ox he did not covet. 
But if he could he homeward druv' it. 
In short, the mandates of each table, 
I£e only broke when he was a\A^. 
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^ John Calf was notoriously unpopular for, it is 
said, sufficient reasons. On his tomb are the 
words : 

Here lies John Calf, 
Thrice Mayor of Cork — 
Honor, Honor, Honor. 

A local wag scribbled underneath : 

O, cruel Death, more subtile than the fox. 
That would not let this calf become an ox, 
That with his fellows he might browse 

among the thorns. 
And write his epitaph— Horns, Horns, Horns. 



By Robert Burns 

In Seventeen hunder' an' forty-nine 
Satan took stuff to mak' a swine. 

And cuist it in a corner ; ^ 
But wilily changed his plan, 
And shaped it something like a man. 

And ca'ed it Andrew Turner. 



Here lies Ned, 

There is nothing more to b^ ^'wA — 

Because we like to s^ek \^^W o\ "^iwb ^^^>^- 
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Here lies one who was born and cried, 
Told three score years and then he died, 
His greatest actions that we find, 
Were that he washed his hands and dined. 



Beneath this smooth stone by the bone of his 
bone. 

Sleeps master John Gill ; 
By lies when alive this attorney did thrive, 

And now that he's dead he lies still. 



Floyd has died and few have sobbed, 

Since had he lived all had been robbed, 

He's paid Dame Nature's debt 'tis said. 

The only one he ever paid. 

Some doubt that he resigned his breath. 

Some vow he's cheated even Death. 

If he is buried, then ye Dead, beware. 

Look to your swaddlings, of your shrouds take 

care. 
Lest Floyd to your coflBn should make his way, 
And steal your linen from your mo\x\A^TVc\g^ ^'ac^ . 
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Here lie the bones of Foolish Fred, 
Who wasted precious time in bed, 
A nigger hit him on the head — 
And thanks be praised — our Freddie's dead. 

J. W. 



Too bad for Heaven, too good for Hell, 
So, where he's gone, I cannot tell. 



Here lies John Backet 

In his wooden jacket, 

He kept neither horses nor mules ; 

He lived like a hog. 

And died like a dog. 
And left all his money to fools. 



Here lieth the body of Martha Dias, 
Always noisy, not very pious, 
Who lived to the age ol XJaxe^ ^-^w^ ^isA^K^^ 
Attd gave to worms vy\ia\, ^^ x^Vaas^'^^^^- 
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Masaachuaetta : 

To the memory of Mary Gold, 
Who was gold in nothing but her name, 
She was a tolerable woman for an acquaintance 
But old Harry himself couldn't live with her. 

Her temper was furious 
Her tongue was vindictive 
She resented a look and frowned at a smile, 

And was sour as vinegar. 
She punished the earth upwards of 40 years, 

To say nothing of her relations. 



JoJm T Schoolmcbster : 

' May he be punished as often as he punished us, 
He was a hard old shell. 
He said the Lord's Prayer every morning. 
May the Lord forgive him as often as he for- 
gave us. 

That was never. 
We his scholars rear this stone over his ashes 
Though they are not worth it 
We are glad his reign is over. 
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V In Horaley Down Churchy Cumherland : 

Here lie the bodies 
of Thomas Bond and Mary liis wife 
She was temperate, chaste, and charitable 

But 

She was proud, peevish and passionate. 
She was an affectionate wife, and a tender mother 

But 

Her husband and her child whom she loved 
Seldom saw her countenance without a disgusting 

frown, 
Whilst she received visitors whom she de- 
spised with an endearing smile 
Her behavior was discreet toward strangers 

But 

Independent to her family. 
Abroad her conduct was influenced by good 

breeding 
But 
At home, by ill temper. 
She was a professed enemy to flattery, 
And was seldom known to praise or commend. 

But 

The talents in which she principally excelled^ 

Were difference of opirvioii ^xvdL^\^^iSi\^^vss%*^^'^' 

and imperiec\»\oxL^> 



r • 
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She was an admirable economist, 
And, with prodigality, 
Dispensed plenty to every person in her famil} 

But 
Would sacrifice their eyes to a farthing candle. 
She sometimes made her husband happy with her 

good qualities ; 
But 
Much more frequently miserable — with her 

many failings 
Insomuch that in 30 years cohabitation he often 

lamented 

That maugre all her virtues, 

He had not in the whole enjoyed two years 

of matrimonial comfort, 

At Length 

Finding that she had lost the affection of her 

husband 
As well as the regard of her neighbours, 
Family disputes having been divulged by 

servants, 
She died of vexation, July 20, 1768, 
Aged 48 years. 
Her worn-out husband survived her four months 

and two days 
And departed this life l:Jo\. ^%, \^^^, 
In the 54th year ot \\\» age. 
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William Bond brother to the deceased erected 

this stone 
As a weekly monitor^ to the surviving wives of this 

parish 
That they may avoid the infamy 
of having their memories banded to posterity 
With a Patch Work Character. 



In Oriiigo County J N. T.: 

John barns. 



Here lies the carcass 
Of a cursed sinner, 
Doomed to be roasted 
For the Devil's dinner. 



Ebenezer Dockwood 
Aged forty-seven, 
A miser and a Vi^^^c^i^^ 
And never vietiX. V^^aaK^^^- 
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On John Shawy an attorney : 

vHere lies John Shaw, 
Attorney-at-lavv, 
And when he died 
The Devil cried 
" Give us your paw, 
John Shaw, 
Attorney-at-law, 
Pshaw! Pshaw!" 



Here lies the body of Robert Lowe 

Whither he's gone I do not know. 

If to the realms of peace and love 

Farewell to happiness above. 

If to a place of lower level 

I don't congratulate the d 1. 



^ This is to the memory of Ellen Hill, 
A woman who would always have her will. 
She snubbed her husband but she made good 

bread 
Yet on the whole he's rather glad she's dead. 
She whipped her children and she drank her gin, 
Whipped virtue out and whipped the devil in. 
May all such women go to some great fold 

Wdere tbey through all eternity may ^coVdi. 
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Englcmd : 

^* If heaven be pleased when sinners cease to sin, 
If Hell be pleased when sinners enter in, 
If earth be pleased when ridded of a knave, 
Then all are pleased, for Coleman's in his grave. 



^ Here lies old Caleb Ham, 
By trade a bum. 
When he died the devil cried, 
Come, Caleb, come. 



On a schoolmaster : 

Here lie Willie Michie's bones ; 

O Satan, when ye tak' him, 
Gie him the schoolin' o' your weans, 

For clever deils he'll mak' em 1 

B. BUBNS. 



On a suicide : 

Earth'd up here lies an imp o' hell. 
Planted by Satan's dibble — 

Poor silly wretch, he damns himsel 
To save the Lord l\i<b \»xo\)\i^^. 
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Here lies a mock marquis, whose titles were 

shamm'd, 
If ever he rise — it will be to be damned. 

R. BUKNS. 



On a miser : 

Here lies one who for medicines would not give 
A little gold, and so his life he lost ; 

I fancy now he'd wish again to live, 
Could he but guess how much his funeral cost. 



Another : 

The wretched man who moulders here 
Cared not for soul or body lost, 

But only wept when death drew near. 
To think how much his tomb w^ould cost. 



Another^ from Falkirk^ England : 

. At rest beneath this slab of stone. 
Lies stingy Jimmy Wyett 
He died one morning just at ten 

And saved a dinner by it. 
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Another : 

V Here lieth Sparges 
Who died to save charges. 



Thin in beard and thick in purse, 

Never man beloved worse, 
He went to the grave with many a curse, 

The devil and he had both one nurse. 



An old man^s home in Seville, Spain, was 
founded in the seventeenth century by Don 
Miguel de Manara Bizentalo, a notorious profli- 
gate, who one night encountered a funeral pro- 
cession when he was going home from a carousal. 
Inquiring who was dead, he heard his own name 
mentioned, and when he demanded sight of the 
corpse he beheld his own features. From that 
moment he was a changed man. He devoted 
himself and his entire fortune to works of mercy, 
and at his death founded this home for aged, 
friendless men, with an endowment that pays an 
income of $50,000 a year, making only one con- 
dition, which was thatV\e s\\o\i\vi\i<^\^xi^Nfc^^^^^'^ 
the tiireshold so that, exetv o\v^ ^^ns> ^^^^^^^^ 
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should trample upon his grave, and that the fol- 
lowing inscription should be engraved in letters 
large and plain enough for every one to read: 

Here repose the bones and ashes 

of the wickedest man in the world. 

God forgive him. 

Don Miguel Manara Bizentalo. 

Died 1664. 



In Nova Scotia : 

vHere lies old twenty-five per cent. 
The more he had the more he lent. 
The more he had the more he craved, 
Great God, can this poor soul be saved? 



Francis Chartres. 

{By Dr. Arbuthnot) 

Here continueth to rot 
The body of Francis Chartres; 
Who with an inflexible constancy, 
and inimitable uniformity of life 

persisted 
In spite of Aye cfe f^^r'niUies, 
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In the practice of efoery Human viee^ 

excepting Prodigality <& Hypocrisy ; 

His insatiable Avarice exempted him from the 

first 

His matchless Irwpudence from the second. 

Nor was he more singular in the undeviating 

pravity of his manners, than successful in 

accumulating 

Wealth 

For without Trade or Profession^ 

Without Trust of Public Money y 

And without Bribe- Worthy Service^ 

He acquired, or, more properly, created, 

A Ministerial Estate 

He was the only person of his time 

Who could cheat without the mask of Honesty ; 

Eetain his primeval Meanness when possessed of 

Ten Thousand a Year ; 
And having daily deserved the Gibbet for what 

he did. 
Was at last condemned to it for what he could 

not do. 

O indignant reader ! 

Think not his life useless to mankind 

Providence connived at his execrable designs. 

To^re to after ages a coT\^\\e.\ic>\\Sk^^<^!^^^ ^^^^s^ 
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Of how small estimation is exorbitant wealth in 

the sight of 

God 

By his bestowing it on the most unworthy of 

ALL MORTALS. 



Lie still, if you're wise, 
You'll be damn'd if you rise. 



Epitaphs on Occupations 



A photographer : 

^ Here I lie, taken from life. 



"^ From Taibach Churchyard, South Wales : 

Hurrah ! my boys, at the Parson's fall, 
For if he'd lived he'd a' buried us all. 



Epitaph on a dentist : 

y View this gravestone with gravity 
He is filling his last cavity. 



if God works a wonder now and then. 
He, though a lawyer, was an honest man. 



Sir John Strange. 

>^This eminent barrister has the following epi- 
taph: 

Here lies an YiOTve^\,\aj^^^x — 
that is ^U«iU^^- 



*%*% 
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Another form of this idea : 

Entombed within this vault a lawyer lies 
Who, Fame assureth us was just and wise; 
An able advocate and honest too ; 
That's wondrous strange, indeed, if it be true. 



FooTE, THE Comedian. 

FooTE from his earthly stage, alas ! is hurled : 
Death took him oflf who took oflf all the world. 



Mrs. Oldfield (Actress). 

This we must own in justice to her shade, 
'Tis the first bad exit Oldfield ever made. 



On an axiihor : 

Here lies an author — pray forgive 
The work that fed his pride ; 

Long after death he thought to live, 
And long before it died. 



Lo7'd Brougham {for an orator) : 

Here, reader, turn your weeping eyes, 

My fate a useful moral teaches ; 
The hole in which my body lies 
Would not contain one-baU my s^e^^ciXi^, 
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On a philosopher^ hy Dibdin : 

Here lies a philosopher knowing and brave, 
From whom Madam Nature ne'er hid the least 
• wonder, 
Who, looking to heaven, tumbled into his grave 
And disdain'd that same earth which he rotting 
lies under. 



On a jockey : 

Here lies John Michel Snider, 
He was the fastest rider, 
He won at every race, 
At last he turned his face. 



On an engine driver : 

I bid farewell to all the boys 
Without a moment's notice. 

Death came to me while in my joys 
Upon a locomotive. 



O71 Barnum^sfat woman : 

Grease, but living grease no more ! 



On a liquor-seller : 

This is on me^>ao^%\ 
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On a chronic jpldce-hunter : 

Here lies John Baird in the only place for which 

he never applied. 



On a tailor : 
In life thy worth we never knew. 

We judged thee merely by thy clothes, 
But at thy grave man stops to think 

How much to thee he really owes. 



On a cannibal : 

One who loved his fellow men, not wisely, but 
too well. 



Here lies in the dust the mouldy old crust 
Of Nell Batcheldor, lately enclosen. 

She well knew the arts of puddings and tarts 
And learned all the skill of the oven. 

When she'd lived long enough, she made a last 

puff, 
A puff by her husband much praised, 

Now here she doth lie to make a dirt pie 

In hopes that her crust may be raised. 



Here lies a doctor destitute of drugs. 
His soul has fled, his flesh is left for bugs. 
^e lived a life forever in the fault 
And stops at last where all his paliewX,^ \v«\X* 
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On a faithful servant {from the French) : 

M. C. Zoziinus lived thirty-eight years. A 
liberal master erected this monument to a faith- 
ful servant. He never spoke ill of any one ; never 
did anything contrary to the will of his master ; 
large sums of money were trusted continually to 
his care, from which he had not even the wish to 
take a single stiver for his own use. 



On a coroner who hanged himsdf : 

He lived and died 
By suicide. 



Throughout his life he kneaded bread 
And deemed it quite a bore. 

But now six feet beneath earth's crust 
He needeth bread no more. 



A hone collector : 

Here lies old Jones, 
Who all his life collected bones. 
Till death, that grim and bony spectre, 
That all-amassing bone collector, 
Boned old Joxve^^ %o x\«^ ^c^^*^^ ^ 
That here \i€> \\e^% iNi\iwa%.'5\5ys.^ 
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On Sir John Vcmbricghy architect : 

Under this stone, reader, survey 
Dead Sir John Vanbrugh's house of clay. 
Lie heavy on him, earth ! for he 
Laid many heavy loads on thee. 

Dr. Abel Evans, circa 1700. 



Over the grave of a Shropshire blacksmith: 

-/ My sledge and anvil lie declined, 
My bellows too have lost their wind ; 
My fire's extinct, my forge decay'd, 
And in the dust my body's laid : 
My coal is out, my iron's gone. 
My nails are drove, my work is done. 



On an editor : 

" Here lies an Editor ! 

Snooks^ if you will ; 
In mercy, Kind Providence, 

Let him lie still ! 
He lied for his living : so 

He lived while he lied: 
When he could not lie longer 
He lied down and died." 
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On a pugilist^ in Hanalope churchyard^ near 
Wol/verton : 

Strong and athletic was my frame 
Far away from home I came, 
And manly fought with Simon Byrnne 
Alas ! but lived not to return. 
Eeader, take warning by my fate, 
Unless you rue your case too late ; 
And if you've ever fought before, 
Determine now to fight no more. 



Y O71 an old woman who kept a pottery-shop in 
Cheater^ England : 

Beneath these stones lies old Kathering Gray, 
Changed from a busy life to lifeless clay ; 
By earth and clay she got her pelf, 
But now is turned to earth herself. 
Ye weeping friends, let me advise, 
Abate your grief and dry your eyes. 
For what avails a flood of tears ? 
Who knows but in a run of years. 
In some tall pitcher or bread pa\i, 
8be ia her shop may be agam? 
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The following is copied from a Broomsgrove 
churchyard on a railway engineer who died in 
1840: 

My engine now is cold and still, > 

No water does my boiler fill ; 

My coke affords its flame no more, 

My days of usefulness are o'er. 

My wheels deny their noted speed, 

No more my guiding band they need ; 

My whistle, too, has lost its tone, 

Its shrill and thrilling sounds are gone ; 

My valves are now thrown open wide ; 

My flanges all refuse to guide. 

My clacks also, though once so strong, 

Refuse to aid the busy throng : 

No more I feel each urging breath ; 

My steam is now condensed in death. 

Life's railway o'er, each station passed. 

In death I'm stopped and rest at last. 

Farewell, dear friends, and cease to weep : 

In Christ I'm safe ; in Him I sleep. 



On a sailor^ written hy his messtnate : 

Here lies honest Jack, to the lobsters a prey, 
WIio liv^d like a sailor, free, hearty and gay ; 
Ifj's rigging well fitted, hia side^ c\o^^ ^.tAxX^X.^ 
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His bread-room well furnished, his main-mast up- 
right ; 

When Death, like a pirate, built solely for plun- 
der. 

Thus hailed honest Jack, in a voice loud as thun- 
der : — 

" Drop your peak, my old boy, and your topsails 
throw back. 

For already too long you've remained on that 
tack." 

Jack heard the dread call, and without more ado 

His sails flattened in, and his bark she hove to. 



Maryland (over the grave of a brave engineer) : 

Until the brakes are turned on time, 
Life's throttle-valve shut down, 
He works to pilot in the crew 
That wears the martyr's crown 
On schedule time, on upper grade 
Along the homeward section, 
He lands his train in God's roundhouse 
The morn of resurrection. 
His time is full, no wages docked, 
His name on God's pay roll, 
And transportation throw g\\ IoW^^n^w 
A free pass for his soul. 
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Here lies a Doctor of Divinity, 
Who was a Fellow, too, of Trinity. 
He knew as much about Divinity 
As other fellows do of Trinity. 



• 

Here lyeth a midwife brought to bed 

Deliveresse delivered. 
Her body being churched here, 

Her soul gives thanks in yonder sphere. 



On an emharrassed landholder : 

Shed a tear for Simon Euggle, 

For life to him was a constant struggle. 

He preferred the tomb and death's dark state, 

To managing mortgaged real estate. 



Conversational Epitaphs 



Stowe, Vt.: 

My glass is run ; yours is running. 
Remember death and judgment coming. 



From a churchyard near London : 

yi Stop, reader ! I have left a world, 
In which there was a world to do ; 
Fretting and stewing to be rich — 
Just such a fool as you. 



Time was, I stood where thou dost now. 
And look'd, as thou look'st down on me ; 

Time will be, thou shalt lie as low, 
And others then look down on thee. 



O71 Stephen Rumhold^ at Oxford : 
y He liv^ed one hundred and five. 
Sanguine and strong*, 
An hundred to five 
Yon live not so long. 

8^ 
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From a tovibsione hi Jersey : 

'^Reader, pass on! — don't waste your time 
O'er bad biography and bitter rhyme : 

For what I am this crumbling clay ensures: 
And what I was is no affair of vours. 



In Bedlington churchyard^ Durham. : 

Poems and epitaphs are but stuff : 

Here lies Robert Buruows, that's enough. 



At Wing Church, Bucks : 

Honest old Thomas Cotes, that sometimes was 
Porter at Ascott Hall, hath now (alas ! ) 
Left his key, lodge, fyre, friends, and all to have 
A room in Heaven. This is that good man's 

grave, 
Reader, prepare for thine, for none can tell. 
But that you two may meet to-night. Farewell. 
He died 20th November, 1648. 
Set up at the appointmetvl axvd cVisA'ges of 
bis Friend Geo. liovg\i\.oTL. 
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Oridiwohdg^ 1635 : 

X Beneath this stone now dead to grief 
Lies Grid the famous Wokag chief. 
Pause here and think, you learned prig, 
This man was once an Indian big. 
Consider this, ye lowly one, 
This man was once a big in — ^jun. 
Now he lies here, you too must rot. 
As sure as pig shall go to pot. 



1680. 

Short was my stay in this vain world. 
All but a seeming laughter. 
Therefore mark well thy words and ways, 
For thou com'st posting after. 



From Shoreditch churchyard : 

We must all die, there is no doubt ; 
Your glass is running — mine is out. 



At Chichester: 

Art thou in health and spirits gay ? 
I too was so the other day ; 
And thought myself of \\?e ?^^ "s^^eA.^ 
As thou who readst my ep\UpV\. 
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Upon C, C. B.y aged 5 years^ at Walcott, Nor- 
folk : 

When the Archangel's trump shall blow, 

And souls to bodies join, 
Many will wish their lives below 

Had been as short as mine. 



From a churchyard in Ireland : 

Here lies Pat Steele. 

That's very true : 
Who was he ? What was he ? — 

What's that to you ? 



In Seven Oaks churchyard^ Kent : 

^Grira Death took me without any warning 
I was well at night, and died in the morning. 



On a tomh in St Pancras : 

Godfrey Hill, aet. 46. 
— Thus far am I got on my journey ; 

Reader : 
Canst thou inform m^ 
Whsit follows next? 
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Johnnie Dow^a Epitaph : 

X Wha lies here ? 
I, Johnnie Dow. 
Hoo, Johnnie is that you ? 
Ay, man, but I'm dead now. 



Punning Epitaphs 



On a celebrated cook : 

Pease to his bashes. 
(Peace to his ashes.) 



FalkirJcj England : 

^ Here under this sod and under these trees 
Is buried the body of Solomon Pease. 
But here in his hole lies only his pod 
His soul is shelled out and gone up to God. 



f Here lies Matthew Mudd, 
Death did him no hurt ; 
When alive he was mud^ 

Now jhe's nothing but dVtX.. 

88 



EPITAPHS 89 

On tJie Earl of Kildare : 

> Who killed Kildare? 
Who dare Kildare to kill ? 
Death killed Kildare, 
Who dare kill whom he will. 



On a music master nam^ed Stephen : 

Stephen and Time are now both even ; 
Stephen beat time, but now Time's beat Stephen. 



At St. Giles^ Cripplegate : 

> Under this marble fair 
Lies the body entomb'd of Gervaise Aire; 
He dyd not of an ague fit, 
Nor surfeited by too much wit : 
Methinks this was a wondrous death. 
That Aire should die for want of breath. 



^ Here lies Ann Mann. 
She lived an oVd m^\d 
But died an old l^axLU- 
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Boston {Granary B urying ground) : 

y Here I lie bereft of breath 
Because a cough carried me off ; 
Then a coffin they carried me off in. 



hi Poole churchyard^ on a tall man named 
Day: 

As long as long can be, 
So long so long was he ; 
How long, how long, dost say ? 
As long as the longest Day. 



On Miss Eliza More : 

/ Here lies one who never lied before, 
And one who never will lie More, 
To which there need be no more said. 



Thomas All : 

Reader, beneath this marble lies 
All that was noble, good, and wise ; 
All that once was formed on earth. 
All that was of mortal birth ; 
All that liv^d above the grouxvA, 
Majr within this grave be ioxxiid-. 
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If you have lost or great or small, 
Come here and weep, for here lies All ; 
Then smile at death, enjoy your mirth. 
Since God has took his All from earth. 



On am, organist at St. Mary^ Winton College^ 
Oxford : 

Meridith 
'^Here lies one blown out of breath, 

Who lived a merry life, and died a Meridith. 



On Mr. Peck : 

Here lies a Peck which some men say 
Was first of all a Peck of clay. 
This wrought with skill divine, while fresh, 
Became a curious Peck of flesh. 
Through various forms its Maker ran, 
Then adding breath made Peck a man. 
Full fifty years Peck felt life's troubles. 
Till death relieved a Peck of troubles, 
Then fell poor Peck as all things must. 
And here he lies — a Peck of dust. 



On a man who was cremated : 

The soul has fto^NTv 
And the body's ?Lvxe. 
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On a Mr, Partridge who died in May : 

What ! Kill a partridge 
In the month of May, 

Not quite sportsman-like, 
Eh, Death, eh ? 



Bacchanalian 



John Soott, Brewer. 

Poor John Scott is buried here 
Tho' once he was both hale and stout. 

Death stretched him on his bitter bier, 
In another world he hops about. 



Manchester^ England: 

Beneath these stones repose the bones of Theo- 
dosius Grimm. 
He took his beer from year to year 
And then the bier took him. 



At Winchester: 

V Here sleeps in peace a Hampshire Grenadier, 
Who caught his death by drinking cold small 

beer. 
Soldiers, be wise from his xxiiWm^^ 1^^ 

And, when je're hot, drink sUow^ ot wQJVjka^'^ 

93 
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In Hockheim churchya/rd : 

This grave holds Caspar Schink, who came to 

dine, 
And taste the noblest vintage of the Ehine ; 
Three nights he sat, and thirty bottles drank, 
Then lifeless by the board of Bacchus sank : 
One only comfort have we in the case — 
The trump will raise him in the proper place. 



In Thetford churchyard : 

* My grandfather lies buried here, 

My cousin Jane, and two uncles dear ; 

My father perish'd with inflammation in the 
thighs, 

And my sister drop't down dead in the Minories. 

But the reason I'm here interr'd, according to my 
thinking. 

Is owing to my good living and hard drinking ; 

If therefore, good Christians, you wish to live 
long, 

Don't drink too much wine, brandy, gin, or any- 
thing strong. 



Epitaphs on Infants and Child 



In Islington churchyard over an infa/at^ . 
fov/r months : 

" Honor thy father and thy mother 
That thy days may be long in the land 
That the Lord thy God giveth thee." 



In Cyjpi*ess Hill cemetery^ L, Z, on a child 

" There is a special Providence 
In the fall of a sparrow." 



Little Johnny Day lies here 

He neither fumes nor frets. 
He had just reached \\ia \Xi\t\,^^\i^i' 

Cigarettes. 
95 
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John Rose, 

Died Jan. 27, 1810, 

Aged 10 years. 

Dr Friends and companions aU, 
Pray warning take by me. 
Don't venture on the ice too far 
As 'twas the death of me. 



X 



Sacred to twins Charlie and Varlie 

Sons of loving parents who died in infancy. 



>'Here lie two infants by water confounded, 
One died of dropsy, the other died drownded. 



The pretty flowers that blossom here 
Are fertilized by Gertie Greer. 



Put away the little cradle. 

Soiled by little Tommy's thumb. 

Put it in the garret corner 
Till another angel come. 



Little Jim 
• He came to see the farce of life one day, 
Tired of the first act, and so vj^h^ ^^«c5 
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On an infant : 

y He tasted of life's bitter cup, 
Refused to take the potion up, 
Then turned his little head aside, 
Disgusted with the taste, and died. 



Here lies a babe that only cry'd 

In baptism to be washed from sin, and dy'd. 



New Milfordy Conn. On a child drowned in 
a cistern: 

^ In a moment he fled, 
He ran to the cistern and raised the lid, 
His father looked in, then did behold. 
His child lay dead and cold. 



X Two lovelier babes ye nare did see 
Than Providence did give to me. 
But they was took with ague fits 
And here they lie as dead as nits. 



New Ha/oen^ Conn,^ on a hahefour days old : 

y Since I was so very aooxv ^otl^I^^^^ 
I wonder what I was begvxTiloT. 
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Stowe^ Vt: 

Sacred to the memory of three twins. 



I^rom Massachusetts, where a sorrowing and 
pious parent inscribed the following two lines to 
the memory of his dead child : 

We cannot have all things to please us, 
Poor little Tommy's gone to Jesus. 

A sympathetic reader mistaking the point of 
the lament, added the lines : 

Cheer up, for all may yet be well, 
Perhaps poor Tommy's gone to Hell. 



From South Wales, In Vaynor churchyard, 
near Merthyr Tydvil : 

Here lie the bodies of three 

Children dear, 

Two at Llanwono and 

One here. 



Vnder these stones lies three children dear ; 
Two are buried at Taunton and 1 \\e Yifexe. 
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Bayfield^ Miss,: 
)t (On a child struck by lightning) : 

Struck by thunder. 



Stop dear parent cast your eye, 
And here you see your children lie. 
Though we are gone one day before, 
You may be cold in a minute more. 



Died, on the llth inst., Henry Wilkins Glyn, 
aged 3 days and 7 hours. After a long and 
painful illness, which he bore with Christian for- 
titude, this youthful martyr departed to his rest. 



From Portland^ Oregon : 

\ Beneath this stone our baby lies. 
It neither cries nor hollers. 
It lived but one and twenty days, 
And cost us forty dollars. 



Portland^ Oregon: 

^ The little hero that lie^^ \i«t^ 
Was conquered by \i\i^ ^\^Tt\ks:£»»* 



ICX) EPITAPHS 

From Germantown^ Pa.: 

Here lies the bones of my boy Fritz, 
The Lord killed him with ague fits. 
He was too good to live with me, 
So He took him home to live with He. 



On a dead infant : 

She never told her love. 



Brief Epitaphs 



On an author : 

Finis. 



On a fellow of the Oxford University : 

Pr^ivit. 
{He is gone hefore.) 



On a painter : 

Here lies a finished artist. 



Laconic : 

Snug. 



In Seven Oahs churchyard^ Kent^ on a lady 
whose initials were E. S. T.: 

E. S. T., sed non est ! 



On an Angler : 

HooVd \\,. 
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On BiOHABD GBOOMBBiDGEy im, Horsham 
churchyard : 

He was. 



On a Misery hy W. F.: 

Gone underground. 



On a wellrknovm Shakespearian actor : 

y Exit Burbage. 



On Dr. Fuller y the Celebrated Divine : 
i Here lies Fuller's Earth. 



Fui. 
(I was.) 



Cardinal Onumphiro^ at Rome : 

Here lies a shadow — ashes — nothing. 



An Italian Inscription : 

I was well, 

I would be beUer, 

And here 1 am. 
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Another Italian Epitaph : 

Lelio is buried here. 
He was born. He lived. He died. 



Dr. Caius^ founder of Caius College: 
Fui Caius. (I was Caius.) 



An Irish Epitaph of commendable brevity 

Finis 
Maginnis. 



The following was proposed for Lord Camdeny 
the title of his chief book : 

Camden's Remains. 



On an auctioneer at Greenwood : 

Going, Going, Gone. 



At Augusta^ Maine : 

X After life's ScavVel Ye^^t 
I sleep weV\, 
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For a work-house paujper was suggested: 

^ Thomas Thorpse, 
his corpse. 

But an indignant and economical board of di- 
rectors changed it to 

Thorpse 
corpse. 



On Dr. Walker^ author of ^^ Walker* s Par- 
ticles " ; 

' Here lie Walker's Particles. 



Tasso. 

The onJ/y epitaph placed on Tasso^s tomb was : 

Ossa Tassi 
(The bones of Tasso.) 



Count Tessin. 

On the tornh of Count Tessin^ Governor of 
Gustavus III of Sweden^ written hy himself: 

Tandem Felix. 
(Happy at last.) 



-^ hri(^ one: 

Jtfiserrimus. 



Pathetic Epitaphs 



Pembrokey Mass,: 

^Here lies a poor woman who always was tired, 
She lived in a house where help wasn't hired. 
The last words she said were " Dear friends, I 

am going, 
Where washing ain't wanted, nor mending, nor 

sewing. 
There all things is done just exact to my wishes. 
For where folk don't eat there's no washing of 

dishes. 
In Heaven loud anthems forever are ringing, 
But having no voice, I'll keep clear of the sing- 
ing. 
Don't mourn for me now, don't mourn for me 

I'm going to do nothing ioT^^^i^ ^xA ^^i^^^'' 



I06 EPITAPHS 

On a lover who was duinb {fro7n the French : ) 

This is a lover's early tomb 
Who died while yet in beauty's bloom. 
Iris for him drops many a tear ; 
Her grief I'm sure must be sincere, 
For none, of all her am'rous train, 
Was half so secret as this swain. 



From Grace churchyard^ Jamaica^ Long 
Islam^d: 

1780. 
Eternal bliss shall innocence enjoy 
And endless pleasures which can never cloy. 
While here entombed a virtuous youth doth 

rest 
In certain hopes of being completely blest. 



1749. 
Into Thy Courts, O Lord, she's fled, 
Through the dark mansions of the dead. 
Within TIjv Palace now she's fixed 
In joys celestial and unmixed. 
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In Cheraw churchyard^ South Carolina : 

My name, my country, 

What are they to thee ? 

What, whether high or low, 

My pedigree? 

Perhaps I far surpassed 

All other men : 

Perhaps I fall below them all; 

What then ? 

Suffice it, stranger. 

Thou see'st a tomb, 

Thou know'st its use ; 

It hides — no matter whom. 



Rich born, rich bred, yet Fate adverse 
His wealth and fortune did reverse. 
He lived and died immensely poor 
July the tenth aged ninety-four. 



In the churchyard at Hammersfield^ Suffolk^ on 
Robert Crytoft, oh. 1810^ wt 90 : 

T^ As I walk'd by myself, I talk'd to myself. 
And thus myself said to me : 
)\ook to thyself, and take c^^e^ oi \Xi^^^^^ 
For nobody cares ior \,\iee. 
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So I turned to myself, and I answered myself, 

In the self-same reverie : 
Look to myself, or look not to myself, 

The self-same thing will it be. 



A hachelor^a epitcuph : 

yAt threescore winters' end I died, 
A cheerless being, sole and sad, 
The nuptial knot I never tied — 
And wish mv father never had. 



Another variant : 

I Dionysius underneath this tomb 

Some sixty years of age have reached my 

doom. 
Ne'er having married, think it sad, 
And I wish my father never had. 



In Llangollan Churchyard^ Wales : 

•' Our life is but a summer's day: 
Some only breakfast, and away ; 
Others to dinner stay and are full fed ; 
The oldest man but sups and goes to bed. 

Large his account who lingers out the day ; 

Who goes the soonest has the \eas\. \.o ^^^ . 
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'At length, my friends, the feast of life is o'er. 
I've eat sufficient and I'll drink no more. 
My night is come, I've spent a jovial day, 
'Tis time to part, but O what is to pay ? 



I crossed the seas till I was tired, 

To find some port I long desired. 

From rocks and shoals this place seems clear 

So I in peace have anchored here. 



She died, poor dear, of disappointed love. 
And angels bore her soul to realms above. 
When her young man is summoned, so they say. 
He will be carried off the other way. 



He's left this world where griefs abound — 
This world so cold and drear — 

For t'other one. We hope he's found 
A warmer welcome there. 



AM yoxx that told lies ol m^ x^ciN^x^^ ^^^vx^ 
Gome to my grave and ^e^. 



I lO EPITAPHS 

Nov. 3, 1702. Aged 88 years. 

Here lies the body of Walter Welch, son of 
Michael Welch of Great Shelsley, who left him a 
fine estate in Shelsley, Hartlebury, and Arley; 
who was ruined by three Quakers, three lawyers, 
and a fanatick to help them. 



At LehanoUy Conn,: 

As a stranger she did die, 
In strange lands she doth lie. 
' Here by strangers she was laid. 
And her funeral charges paid. 



In Calvary cemetery^ Chicago : 

In memory of 

John S 

who 

departed this life 

Jan. 13, 1859. Aged 28 j-ears. 

Cold is Tiv^ bed, but oh, I love it, 
For colder are my friends abo^e^ \\., 
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In St.MichaeVs churchyard^ Workington : 

1808. 
You villains ! if this stone you see, 
Remember that you murdered me ! 
You bruised my head, and pierced my heart. 
Also my bowels did suffer part. 



/ Our papa dear has gone to Heaven 
To make arrangements for eleven. 



Stowe, Vt.: 

V Here lies the body of old Uncle David, 
AVlio (lied in LJio hope of being sa-ved. 
T\*liere he's gone or how he fares, 
Is u body knows and nobody cares. 



V Here lies Sir John Guise : 
No one laughs, no one cries : 
Where he's gone, and \io^ \\^ l^^^'s.^ 

No one knows, and no oxie c^t^'s^. 
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HolliSy New Harrvpshire : 

>Here the old man lies 
No one laughs and no one cries 
Where he's gone or how he fares 
No one knows and no one cares. 
But his brother James and his wife Emeline 
They were his friends all the time. 



On a tomhatone without a name : 

Ye passers-by, stay not to ask what's my name, 
I'm nothing at present, from nothing I came; 
I never was much, and am now less than ever : 
And idle hath certainly been his endeavour, 
Who, coming from nothing, to nothing is fled. 
Yet thought he might something become were he 
dead. 



Epitaphs of Celebrated Persons 



The epitaphs of many men of true greatness 
are distinguished for their brevity and simplicity, 
in striking contrast to the fulsome self-adulation 
of many celebrities of the second class. 



Plato. 

Plato's epitaph by Speusippus is here given : 

Plato's dead form this earthly shroud invests : 
His soul among the godlike heroes rests. 



Darwin. 

The epitaph of this great student of Nature, 
taken from Westminster Abbey, is as simple and 
unpretentious as was his life : 

Charles Egbert Darwin 

Born 12 February , 1^^^ • 
Died 19 AprW, 1%%^. 
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Faraday. 

In Highgate cemetery is the following strik- 
ingly svifiple inscription : 

Michael Faraday 

Born 22ad September, 1791 ; 

Died 25th August 

1867. 



Alexander the Great. 

"SuflScit huic tumulus 
Cui non suflSceret obis." 

" Here a mound suffices for one for whom the 
world was not large enough." 



By Simonides^ on the death of TiMOCREON, 
translated hy Merivale: 

After much eating, drinking, lying and slander- 
ing 
TiMocREON of Ehodes here rests from wander- 
ing. 
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Shakespeare. 

The following lines, said to have been written 
by Shakespeare, are inscribed on a flat stone 
which marks the spot where he is buried in the 
churchyard of Stratford-on-Avon : 

Good friend, for Jesu's sake forbeare 
To dig the dust enclosed here ; 

Blessed be he that spares these stones. 
And curst be he that moves my bones. 



The last great English poet was laid to rest 
near the dust of his fellow-bards ; the following 
marks the spot : 

Egbert 
Browning 

1889. 



Over the grave of the author of " Little Nell," 
in Westminster Abbey, is the following simple in- 
scription : 

Charles Dickens 
Born Tth FeWuavy , \^VL % 
Died9th3ui\e,\^^^. 
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The following from Westminster Abbej% on 
John Gay, the Poet, is said to have been written 
by himself : 

^^ Life is a jest, and all things show it ; 
I thought so once and now I know it. 

1688-1732. 



On Oliver Goldsmith: 

Here lies Nolly Goldsmith, for shortness 

called Noll, 
Who wrote like an angel, but talked like 
poor Poll. 

David Gaerick, 1716-1779. 



For one {himself) who would not he huried in 
Westminster Abhey : 

Heroes and kings, your distance keep ; 
In peace let one poor poet sleep, 
Who never flattered folks like you ; 
Let Horace blush, and Virgil too. 



Sir Christopher Wren. 

Visitors to St. Paul's Cathedral, of which, as is 
so well known. Sir Christopher was the architect, 
will see over the north door the following lines : 

Si monumentwxa quaeris, circuraspice. 
(^ Ais monument you seefc,loolc arouud.^ 
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In Eton College Sir Henry Wotton has the fol- 
lowing curious epitaph, in Latin, inscribed above 
his grave : 

Here lies the author of this sentence : 
An itching for dispute is the scab of the church. 
Seek his name elsewhere. 



EoBiN Hood. 

Hear undernead this latil stean 
Laiz Robert Earl of Huntingdon, 
Nea arcir ver az hie sa geud, 
An pipil kauld him Robin Heud. 
Sich atlaz az he an iz men 
Vil England nior si agen. 
Obit 25 Kalend, Dikimbris, 1247. 



In Bunhill Fields a popular author was 
buried^ and the following is his epitaph : 

Daniel De-Foe 

Born 1661 

Died 1731. 

Author of 

Robinson Crusoe. 

This monument is l\\e Y^^xiWi o\ ^^xs. ^\»^^^^> 

in the "Christian WoxXdi'' xi^^^^v^^S'^^ 
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to the boys and girls of England, for funds 
to place a suitable memorial upon the grave 

of 

Daniel De-Foe. 

It represents the united contributions 

of seventeen hundred persons 

Septr. 1870. 



John Bunyan was also hurled in Bunhill 
Fields. His tomb hears the following : 

John Bunyan 

Author of the 

Pilgrim's Progress 

Obt 31st Augt, 1688 

^t. 60. 

On the other side of the tomh we read as fol- 
lows : 

Restored by public 
Subscription under the 
Presidency of the Right 

Honorable the Earl 
of Shaftesbury. May 
1862. 
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On H. R. H. Frederick^ Prince of Wales^ died 
Mar<)h m, 1751 : 

^ Here lies Fred, 

Who was alive, and is dead. 
Had it been bis father 

I bad much rather ; 
Had it been bis mother, 

Better than another ; 
Had it been his sister, 

No one would have missed her ; 
Had it been bis entire generation. 

So much the better for the nation ; 
But since 'tis only Fred, 

Who was alive, and is dead. 
There's no more to be said. 



In St. Anne^s churchyard^ Soho : 

(On Theodore, last King of Corsica, who died 
Dec. 11, 1756, shortly after his liberation from 
the King's Bench Prison, and is buried in the 
churchyard of St. Anne's, Westminster.) 

Near this place is interred 
Theodore, King of Corsica ; 
Who died in this parish Dec. 11^ 

immediately allet \^^»^ vci?, 
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the King's Bench Prison, 
by the benefit of the Act of Insolvency ; 

In consequence of which 
he registered the kingdom of Corsica 
for the use of his creditors. 

The grave, great teacher, to a level brings 
Heroes and beggars, galley slaves and kings, 
But Theodore this moral learn'd ere dead : 
Fate pour'd its lesson on his living head, 
Bestow'd a kingdom, but deny'd him bread. 

Horace Walpole, 1717-1797. 



The Dfke of IITellington. 

On the magnificent sarcophagus erected to the 
memory of the Iron Duke in St. Paul's Cathedral 
is the simple inscription : 

Arthur, First Duke of Wellington. 

Around the base which supports the pillars of 
the canopy, are the names of the battles which 
the Duke fought : 

North Side. — Vittoria, Bay onne, Toulouse, Nive, 
Peronne, Orthes, Waterloo, Quetrebras, Ni- 
velle, Adour, Salamanca, Paxu^^elviwa, Bidas- 
soa, Badajos. 
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East Side. — Fuentes-d-onor, Morales, Sarugal, 
Fons-d-aronce, Arreyo-Molino, Aldea-Da- 
Ponte, Tormes, Homaza, Ciudad-Rodrigo. 

South Side, — Talavera, Busaco, Kioge, Vimiero, 
Zubiri, Argaura, Gawilghur, Assaye, Abmeb- 
nugger, Conagul, Bulos, Rolica, El-Bodon, 
Almeida, Douro. 

West Side, — San-Sebastian, Ronces valles, Aretsou, 
Elretiro, Burgos, Canal- Nuova, Carazal, 
Ponte-Ciberte, Torres-Vedras. 



Elihu Yale, the founder of Yale College at New 
Haven, lies buried in Wrenhara, Wales. His 
monument bears this inscription : 

vBorn in America, in Europe bred 
In Africa traveled, in Asia wed, 
Where long he lived and thrived 
And at London died. 

Much good, some ill he did so hope all's even 
And his soul through mercy is gone to Heaven. 
You that survive and read this tale take care. 
For this most certain event to ^ve.^^v^\ 
Where West in peace tVie acWow^ ol \}^^ *^^ 

Smell sweet and blossom m \.\i^ ^SivsroN* ^^^"^^ 
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Robert Louis Stevenson* % epitaph^ written hi) 

Under the wide and starry sky 
Dig the grave and let me lie. 
Glad did I live and gladly die 
And I laid me down with a will. 
This be the verse you grave for me : 
" Here he lies where he longed to be. 
Home is the sailor, home from the sea, 
And the hunter, home from the hill." 



On Robert Burton^ author of ^^The Anatomy 
of Melancholy " .* 

Here lies the body of Democritus Junior, 
Who lived and died by melancholy. 



Here lies John Duke of Marlborough 
Who run the French thorough and thorough. 
He nmrrj'd Sarah Jennings, spinster, 
Dy^d Sit St. James, bury^d al^W^^Umxv^X.^^, 
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George Washington. 
At Mt. Vernon, on the sarcophagus of the 
" Father of his Country," it is a matter of regret 
to ail who read the inscription to find it also an 
advertisement : 

y Washington. 

By the permission of 

Lawrence Lewis 

The surviving executor of 

George Washington, 

this sarcophagus 

was presented by 

John Struthers, 

of Philadelphia, Marble Mason, 

A. D., 1837. 



Thomas Jefferson. 

At Monticello^ Va.: 

Here lies buried 

Thomas Jefferson, 

author of the Declaration of American 

Independence, 
Of the Statute of Virg\maloY^^\\^v3K^s.^^^'^^^^' 
And Father of the Umvw^vV,^ ol^v^^^^^^^ 
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Benjamin Franklin. 
At 5th and Arch Streets^ Philadelphia: 

Benjamin ) 

and >• Franklin. 
Deborali ) 

At the age of twenty-three, while a journey- 
man printer, Franklin wrote for himself this epi- 
taph, which for some reason was not placed upon 
his tomb : 

The body of 

B. Franklin 

Printer 

^ike the cover of an old book, 

its contents torn out, 

and stripped of its lettering and gilding, 

lies here, food for worms. 

But the work shall not be wholly lost ; 

for it will, as he believed, appear once more, 

in a new and more perfect addition, 

corrected and amended 

by the Author. 

He was born Jan. 6, 1706. 

Died 11 
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At Newport^ li* /., on Commodore Perry : 

Oliver Hazard Perry : 

At the age of 27 

he achieved the victory of 

Lake Erie, 

Sept. 10, 1813. 

Erected by the city of 

Newport. 



On Daniel Webster : 

Born Jan. 18th, 1782. 

Died Oct. 24th, 1862. 

" The Gospel " — " a divine reality.'* 



Wolfe and Montcalm. 
On a monament in Palace Garden, Quebec, 
Canada, erected to the memory of the two gen- 
erals, is a Latin inscription, the translation of 
which is : 

Wolfe — Montcalm. 
Military virtue gave them a common death. 
History a comiwoxk i^\cv^. 
Posterity a cohvuvoxl xcksyKX«s^«^- 
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Yazoo City^ Miss.: 

^ Here lie two grandsons of 
John Hancock, first signer of the 
Declaration of Independence. 
(Their names are respectively Geo. M. 
and John H. Hancock) 
and their eminence hangs on 
their having had a grandfather. 



General Wm. T. Sherman. 

St. Louis ^ Mo,: 

William Tecumseh Sherman, 
General, U. S. A., 
Born at Lancaster, O. 

Feb. 8, 1820, 

Died at New York city, 

Feb. 14, 1891. 

Faithful and Honorable. 



On General Rohert E. Lee, By Philip S, 

Worssley : 

An angel's heart, an angel's mouth. 
Not Homer's, could alone for me 
Hfmn well the great Confederate South, 
Virginia Brst, and Lee \ 
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Henry Clay. 

Inscription on gold medal, struck in commeni- 
oration of Henry Clay by his friends : 

Senate, 1806. 

Speaker, 1811. 

War of 1812 with Great Britain. 

Ghent, 1814. 

Spanish America, 1822. 

Missouri Compromise, 1821. 

America System, 1824. 

Greece, 1824. 

Secretary of State, 1825. 

Panama Instructions, 1826 

Tariff Compromise, 1833. 

Public Domain, 1833-1841. 

Peace with France Preserved, 1835. 

Compromise, 1850. 



Alexa/iider Hamilton^ at Wehoch^ N. J,: 

On this spot fell 11 July, 1804, in the 47 year 
of his age. Major General Alexander Hamilton. 

As an expression of their profound respect for 
his memory, and their unfeigned grief for his 
loss, the St. Andrews Society of the State of Ke.v^ 
York, have erected this \TiOi\uvt\exv\i. 
(Another monument and macY\^\A.a^ o^^^^a^^ss:^- 
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ton is to be found in New York city, erected by 
the corporation of Trinity Church.) 



Stephen A. Douglass. 

Chicago^ III,: 

Judge Douglass. 

Born April 23d, ISlS—died June 3d, 1866. 

"Tell my children to obey the laws and uphold 

the constitution." 



Abraham Lincoln. 

From the head of the sarcophagus of Abraham 
Lincoln in Oak Kidge Cemetery, Springfield, 111. : 

" With malice toward none." 

Lincoln. 

" With Charity to all." 

On the exterior of the monument in letters a 
foot high, thirty feet above the ground, is the 
single word 

Lincoln. 

The only other words on the monument are 
the names of the States. 



Miscellaneous Epitaphs 



From Bunhill Fields hurying-ground : 

Here lies 

Dame Mary Page 

Relict of Sir Gregory Page, Bart. 

She departed this life 

March 4th, 1728, 

in the 56th year of her age. 

In 67 months she was tapped 66 times. Had 

taken away 240 gallons of water, without ever 

repinlDg at her case, or even fearing the operation. 



\ WinsloWj Maine : 

Here Betsy Brown her body lies. 
Her soul is flying in the skies. 
While here on earth she ofttimes spun 
Six hundred skeins from sun to wjav^ 
And wove one day, Taet d^u^\.^^ ^yt^^^ 
Two hundredi pounds ot c^.t^^\» 'c^?^^- 



T *9C\ 
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From Ilyden churchyard^ Yorks : 

Here lies the body of 

William Steatton, of Paddington, 

buried 18th day of May, 1734, aged 97 years; 

who had by his first wife 28 children ; 

by his second 17 ; was own father to 45 ; 

grandfather to 86 ; greatgrandfather to 23. 

Jn all 154 children. 



ChsUea : 

Agreeable to the memory of 
Mrs. Alinda Tevvksbury. 
She was not a believer in the Christian idolitry. 



Beneath this monumental stone 
Lies half a ton of flesh and bone. 



' Here lies Jane Smith, 
Wife of Thomas Smith, Marble Cutter 
This monument was erected by her 
husband as a tribute to her memory 
and a specimen of his work. 
Monuments of this same style are 

two iiundred and Mty doWax^. 
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On Susan Mum : 

To the memory of Susan Mum 
Silence is wisdom. 



In Luton Chwrch: 

N^Here lies the body of Thomas Proctor, 
Who lived and died without a doctor. 



From a tombstone near Williamsporty Penn. : 
Sacred to the Memory of 

HENRY HARRIS, 

Born June 27th, 1821, of Henry Harris 

And Jane his Wife. 

Died on the 4th of May, 1837, by the kick of a 

colt in his bowels. 

Peaceable and quiet, a friend to his father and 
mother, and respected by all who knew him, and 
went to the world where horses don't kick, where 
sorrow and weeping is no more. 



On William Beok : 
Here lies the body of Wll»lAkiii^^cn5.^ 
Be was thrown at a hunt audX^ToYft^Kv^'^'^*^' 
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The celebrated Daniel Lambert's epitaph, St. 
Martin's, Stamford Baron, England : 

Alius in cmimo^ in corpore maximvs. 
In remembrance of that prodigy in Nature, [ 

DANIEL LAMBERT. 

A native of Leicester, who was possessed of an 

exalted, convivial mind ; 

and in personal greatness had no competitor ; 

He measured 3 ft. 1 in. round the legs, 9 ft. 4 in. 

round the body, and weighed 52 st. 11 lb. 

He departed this life on the 21st June, 1809, 

Aged 39 years. 

As a testimony of respect, this stone is erected 
by his friends in Leicester. 



From West Grinstead churchyard^ Sussex : 

^Yast strong was I, but yet did dye, 
And in my grave asleep I lye 
My grave is stean'd round about. 

Yet I hope the Lord will Rnd m^ ovxX,. 
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The following is copied from an old tombstone 
in Scotlcmd: 

^Here lies the body of Alexander Macpherson, 
He was a very extraordinary person : 
He was two yards high in his stocking-feet, 
And kept his accoutrements clean and neat. 
He was slew 

At the battle of Waterloo : 
He was shot be a bullet 
Plumb through his gullet : 
It went in at his throat 
And came out at the back of his coat. 



From an ancient Scottish epitaph : 

yjohn Carnagie lies here, 

Descended from Adam and Eve ; 
If any can boast of a pedigree higher. 
He will willingly give them leave. 



In a churchyard near Boston^ Mass. : 

Of pneumonia supervening consumption.^ 
compJicated with o\A\eT dAs^^^^'s.^ \5^^ 
insiin symptoms oi \\\i\e\i \N^%\xjL'sax!i^^^ 
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In Monument Cemetery^ Philadelphia: 
Our first deposit in Heaven. 



Huntington^ West Va. : 

" Here lies the body of J. Wesley Webb, a firm 
believer in the Lord Jesus Christ, Jeflfersonian 
Democracy and the M. E. Church." 



Elizabeth Z. H. {by Ben Johnson) : 

yWould'st thou hear what man say 
In a little ? Keader, stay : 
Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die; 
Which in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 
If at all she had a fault, 
Leave it buried in this vault. 
One name was Elizabeth, 
The other, let it sleep with death ; 
Fitter, where it died to tell, 
Than that it lived at aW. Y^v^nn^W 
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From the Old Men* 8 Hospital^ Norwich : 

X In memory of 
Mrs. Phebe Crewe 
Who died May 28, 1817, 

Aged 77 years. 

Who during forty years 

practice as a midwife 

in this City, brought into 

the world nine thousand, 

seven hundred and 

thirty children. 

{Lord Byrori^s epitaph on hia Newfoundlomd 
dog at Newatead) : 

" To mark a friend's remains 
These stones arise. 
I never knew but one 
And here he lies." 



In Bickenhill Churchyard is a curious epitaph, 
evidently the work of some rustic mason who 
did not understand numeration, or else Mrs. 
Annie Smith was a very aged spinster indeed : 

Here lyeth the BOdy of Mrs. Aniie SMith, 
Who departed thiS Life OCtO the 28, in the 

Shoe LiVed a M.a\d krA ^\^ ^s^^^^"^^^ 
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Fronn Wolstanton^ on Anne Jennings : 

Some have children, some have none ; 
Here lies the mother of twenty-one. 



Spain: 

/ Here lies John Quebecca 
precentor to My Lord the King. 
When he is admitted to the choir of angels 
whose society he will embellish and where he will 
distinguish himself by his powers of song — God 
shall say to the angels — 

Cease, ye calves I and let me hear 
John Quebecca, the precentor of 
My Lord the King. 



From Aherconway churchyard^ Codrnarvo^i- 

shire : 

I 

Here lieth the body of j 

Nicholas Hook8, of Conway, gent., ' 

who was 

the one-and-fortieth child of his father, 

William Hooks, Esq., by Alice his wife, 

and the father of seven-and-twenty children / 

he died the 20th day of MarcYv, \^^1. 
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^ In Doncaster churchyard : 
Here lies 2 brothers by misfortun serounded, 
One dy'd of his wounds, and the other was 
drownded. 



In a Wiltshire churchyard : 

Beneath this steane lyes our deare child who's 

gone from 

We 
For evermore unto eternity ; 

Where, us do hope, that we shall go to He^ 

But Him can ne'er come back again to We, 



In the year 1743, a monument was erected by 
subscription, in Bolton Churchyard, to the mem- 
ory of Jenkins; it consists of a square base of 
freestone, four feet four inches on each side, by 
four feet six inches in height, surmounted by a 
pyramid eleven feet high. On the east side is 
inscribed : 

This monument was 

erected by contribution, 

in ye year 1743 to ye memory 

of Henry Jenkins. 

On the west side : 

Henry 5e.^^\^^. 
Aged 16% 
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In the church on a mural tablet of black mar- 
ble, is inscribed the following epitaph, composed 
by Thomas Chapman, Master of Magdalen Col- 
lege, Cambridge : 

Blush not, marble, 

to rescue from oblivion 

the memory of 

Henry Jenkins : 

a person obscure in birth, 

but of a life truly memorable ; 

for 

he was enriched 

with the goods of nature, 

if not of fortune, 

and happy 

in the duration, 

if not variety, 

of his enjoyments ; 

and 

tho' the partial world 

despised and disregarded 

his low and humble state, 

the equal eye of Providence 

beheld and blessed it 

with a patriarch's health and length of days ; 

to teach mistaken man, 
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these blessings were entailed in temperance, 

or, a life of labour and a mind at ease. 

He lived to the amazing age of 169 ; 

was interred here, Dec. 6th, (or 9), 1670, 

and had this justice done to his memory 1743. 



A wood-cutter at Ockhaniy Surrey : 

^ The Lord saw good ; I was lopping oflf wood, 
And down fell from the tree ; 
I met with a check, and I broke my neck, 
And so Death lopped off me. 



On a young nobleman : 

Children are snatched away sometimes, 
To punish parents for their crimes : 
Thy mother's merit was so great, 
Heaven hastened thy untimely fate. 
To make her character complete ; 
Though many virlxiea fiXVdL\i^x\st<b^%\»^ 
Twas resignation cro>NTi^^ \}«ve> ^^'sX. 
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In Kensington churchyard : 

Here are deposited the remains of 

Mrs. Anne Floyer, 

the beloved wife of Mr. Kichard Floyer, 

of Thistle Grove, in this parish. 

Died on Thursday, the 8th of May, 1823. 

God hath chosen her as a pattern for the other 

Angels. 



Orange County^ N. Y. : 

He was a man of invention great 
Above all who he lived nigh ; 
But he could not invent to live 
When God called him to die. 



At. St Albans : 

r- Sacred to the memory of Miss Martha Gwynn, 

Who was so very pure within, 

She burst the outer shell of s\w, 
And batched herself a cberubim. 
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At Toddington^ Bedfordshire^ on Makia 
Wentwobth, who died in the year 1632, aged 
IS: 

And here the pretiovs dyste is layde, 
Whose pverile tempered clay was made 
So fine, that it the gvest betray 'd. 

Else the so vie grew so fast within, 
It broke the outer shell of sinne. 
And so was hatched a cherebira. 

In height it soar'd to God above, 
In depth it did to knowledge move, 
And spread in breadth, in general love. 

Before a pios dvtye shin'd, 
To parents, cvrtesie, behind ; 
On either side an eqval mind. 

Good to the poore, to kindred dear, 
To servants kind, to friendship clear. 
To nothing but herself severe. 

Soe, though a virgin, yet a bride 
To everie grace, s\\e> \N^\iv^^^ 
A chaste poligamie, awA. ^^^^. 
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Under this yew tree 
Buried would he be 
Because his father — he 
Planted this yew tree. 



In Exeter Cathedral: 

Here lies the Body of Captain TuUy, 
Aged an hundred and nine years fully ; 
And threescore years before, as Mayor, 
The sword of this city he did bear ; 
Nine of his wives do with him lie, 
So shall the tenth when she doth die. 



Aberdeen^ Scotland: 

> Here lies Martin Elmerod. 
Have mercy on my soul, good God 
As I would do were I Lord God 
And you were Martin Elmerod. 



Cornwall : 
Forty-nine years they lived as man and wife. 
And what's more rare, thus many without strife; 
She first departing, he a few weeks tried 
To live without her, could not, and so died. 
Both in their wedlock's great Sabbatic rest 
To be where there's no wedlock was blest, 
And having here a jubilee beguiv 
They're taken hence that it may we? ex \ie dio\i^. 
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On Robert Trollop^ Architect^ in Oateshead 
churchya/rd^ Durham : 

^ Here lies Kobert Trollop 
Who made yon stones roll up ; 
When Death took his soul up, 
His body flU'd this hole up. 



From a churchy a/rd at CrdtoWj Salop : 

On a Thursday she was born, 
On a Thursday made a bride, 
On a Thursday put to bed, 
On a Thursday broke her leg, and 
On a Thursday died. 



In a chv/rchyard in the neighborhood of Ox- 
fordj on a Doctor of Divinity : 

He died of a quinsy, 
And was buried at Binsy. 



From Kingston churchyard^ in Hampshire : 

^Live well — Die ne^^^ 
Die weW— lAN^k lox ^^^^^ 
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Weatfieldy New Jersey : 

^ The dame that rests beneath this tomb 
Had Kachel's beauty, Leah's fruitful womb, 
Abigail's wisdom, Lydia's faithful heart, 
Martha's just care, and Mary's better part. 



In Durness churchyard^ Sutherlandshire : 

Here doth lye the bodie 
Of John Flye, who did die 
By a stroke from a sky-rocket 
Which hit him on the eye-socket. 



^Mammy and I together lived 
Just two years and a half ; 
She went first — I followed next. 
The cow before the calf. 



From Wrexham Church : 

Here lies interr'd beneath these stones 
The beard, the flesh, and eke ye bones 
Of Wrexhsim^s clerk, old Di^^iiei. 5o^il^ 
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In Kingston churchya/rd : 

Against his will 
Here lies George Hill, 
Who from a cliflf 
Fell down quite stiff. 



In Siltonj Dorsetshire : 

Here lies a piece of Christ — 

A star in dust, 
A vein of gold — a china dish, 

That must 
Be used in Heaven when God 

Shall feed the just. 



Death loves a shining mark 

and 
In this case he had it. 



Wiltshire^ England : 

V Beneath this stone in hope of Zion 
Is laid the landlord of the Liou^ 
Resigned unto the HeaxexAN \^\!^ 
Hia son keeps on the W^iTVi^^ ^\S^« 
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On a skeptic : 

I was not 
I am not 
I grieve not. 



Another on a skeptic : 

Traveller, pass not by this inscription, 
but stand, and bear, and learn something 
• before you pass on. 

There is no boat the Hades, no boatman 
Charon, no dog Cerberus, but all the dead 
are bones and dust, and nothing else. 



The oldest epitaph in English is found in a 
churchyard in Oxfordshire, year 1370. Rendered 
into modern English it is : 

Man come and see how all dead shall be 
When you come poor and bare, 
Nothing have when we away fare 
All is weariness that we for care. 



A Roman Warning^ {translation) : 

I give to the Gods below this tomb to keep. 
To Pluto, and to Demetev, axvd to Pevse^hone, 
And the Erinnyes, and all tVie Godi^ \i^\o\^ : 
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If any one shall disfigure this sepulchre, 

Or shall open it, or move anytliing from it, 

To him let there be no Earth to walk, no sea to 

sail, 
But may he be rooted out with all his race. 



May he feel all diseases, shuddering and fever, 
And madness, and whatsoever ills exist for beast 
Or men, may these light on him who dares move 
Aught from this tomb. 



At Athens^ {translation) : 

If there ever was a thoroughly good woinan 
I am she, both in reference to righteousness 
And in all other ways. 
But being such, I got no just return, 
Neither from those from whom I expected it, 
Nor from Providence. 

Unhappy, I lie apart from my mother and father. 
I say nothing about what gratitude Uv^^ '^Vssi^?^^^ 
me. 
iVot they, but my sons pvovVdedi lo^ ^xv^- 
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In Luneburg, Hanover, Germany, a ham is 
preserved with the following inscription in gilt 
letters on a black raafrble slab : 

Passer by contemplate here the mortal remains'of 

THE PIG 

which acquired for itself imperishable glory, 
by the discovery of the Salt Springs of Lune burg. 



Qualis Vita, 

Finis Ita. 

(As he lived, so he died.) 



From Wingfield^ Suffolk : 

Pope boldly says (some think the maxim odd) 
An honest man's the noblest work of God ; 
If Pope's assertion be from error clear, 
The noblest work of God is buried here. 



^ Here lies an old soldier whom all should applaud, 
He fought many battles at home and abroad ; 
Bat the hottest engagemetvt \\e ^ver was in^ 
fVas the battle of self in tVie cowc^xx^^V oil ^\xv. 
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1850. 
In meraorv of James 

and another son 

who died in infancy 

and five other friends 

Erected by James Stewart, 

Spirit merchant, Dundee, 

and his spouse 

and 3 other children. 



At St John^s Worcester : 

Honest John 
's dead and gone. 



A Contracted Epitaph. 

Lo al y* eu' I spet y^ stl tme had I 
Al y* I gaf I gM etet y^ n^w have I 
Y' I neyiu' gaf ne let yt now abie I 
Y^ I kepe til I wet y* lost I. 
Lo, all that ever I spent, that sometime had I ; 
All that I gave in good intent, th^\. \i<^x^ \n»c^^X\ 
What I neither gave nor \^tv\,, \\\^\. ^^^ ^\iS^^^^ 
That I kept till I went, t\ia\. \o^^.^^ 
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Also^from Doncaster in Yorkshire ; 

V Howe ! Howe ! who is heare ? 
I Eobin of Doncastere 
And Margaret my Flare (wife) 
That I spent, that I had, 
That I gave, that I have, 
That I left, that I lost. 
A. D. 1579. 



Ruth Sprague, Daughter of Gibson and Eliza- 
beth Sprague. Died June 11, 1846, aged 9 years, 
4: months, and 3 days. 

She was stolen from the grave by Roderick K. 
Clow, dissected at Dr. P. M. Armstrong's office, 
in Hoosick, N. Y., from which place her mutil- 
ated remains were obtained and deposited here. 

Her body dissected by fiendish man, 

Her bones anatomized. 
Her soul, we trust, has risen to God, 

Where few physicians rise. 



Garden City Cathedral, N. Y. 

On the sarcophagus of A. T. Stewart, of New 
York City, whose body was stolen from St. 
Mark^s churchyard : 

" He is Not Tiere.^^ 
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Norfolk^ Conn: 

Lieut. Nathan Davis. 
Died in 1781. 
"^ Death is a debt that's justly due, 
That I have paid and so must you. 



Elizabeth, wife of Nathan Davis. 
- Died in 1786. 
This debt I owe is justly due. 
And I am come to sleep with you. 



From Michaelchurch ; 

John Prosser is my name, and England is my 

nation, 
Bowchurch is my dwelling place, and Christ is 

ray salvation ; 
Now I'm dead and in my grave, and all my bones 

are rotten ; 
As you pass by remember me, when I am quite 

forgotten. 



From Saint James^ Long Island : 

He served the Lord, 
Obeyed His Voice, 
Hoped in 11\^ ^ ot^ 
And died irouv C»\io\^<^- 
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In the English Cathedral of Quebec, upon the 
left wall, is a tablet sacred to the memory of a 
lady " who died in the full hope of a resurrection 
after a short attack of Asiatic cholera." 



From Lawrence^ Long Island : 

Letty Ann Mott. 
Tho' her memory be written on earth. 

And her relics lie under the sod, 
Recorded on high is her worth. 

She rests in the breast of her God. 



From Grace churchyard^ Jamaica^ Long Is- 
land : 

1746. 
Her thread was short, 
Her glass soon run. 
Her sorrows o'er, 
Her joys begun. 



If wife, amazed ! depart this holy grave, 
Nor these new ashes ask, what names they have ! 
The graver in concealing them was wise, 
For^ whoso knows, straight melts in tears, and 
dies. 
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In the Grand Duke^a Museum^ Florence : 

{Trcmslated from the Latin,) 

Philaetius the son-in-law and 

Duseris the stepmother, 

who while living (you'll scarce believe it) 

were unanimous, now they are dead 

rest lovingly together in this Urn. 



V The world's a City full of crooked streets, 
And death's the market place where all men 

meets. 
If life was merchandise that men could buy, 
The rich would always live, the poor would die. 



Lived to the age of sixty -seven 

Spurned at this earth and flew to heaven. 



Near the rain spout of an old chitrch : 

Beneath the droppings of this spout 
There lies the body once so stout, 
Of Francis Thomson. 



In Ely Cathedral : 

Ursula Tindall by Birth \ 
Coxee by Choice ; 

Upcher for Age audi CoxD&st'^*' 
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Old English : 
Stay, Bachelor, if you have Wit, 

A wonder to behold ! 
A husband and wife in one dark Pit, 

Lie close and never scold ! 
Tread softly though, for fear she wakes — 

Hark 1 she begins already ! 
" You've hurt my Head — my Shoulder akes ; 

These Sots can ne'er move steady," 
Ah Friend, with happy Freedom blest 1 

See how my Hopes miscarried ! 
Not Death itself can give you Rest, 

Unless you die unmarried. 



John Anderson, Provost of Dundee, left in his 
will a sum of money to be given to the writer of 
a suitable epitaph. His three covetous executors 
agreed to each write a line of the epitaph and 
then divide the money bequeathed for that pur- 
pose among themselves. 

They agreed that the beginning should be : 

Here lies John Anderson, Provost of Dundee. 
Then the three contributed their lines as 



follows 



^Here lies Him, here lies he. 
Hallelujah, HaUe\w^^e> I 
A-B-C-D-E-F-G \ 
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Memorial stone in cemetery at Felehville^ Vt. : 

On the 31st of Aug., 1754, Capt. James Jolin- 

son had a daughter born on this spot of ground 

being captivated with his whole family by the 

Indians. 



Indiana : 

^He died at nashville tennessee 
he died of kronic diaree 
it trooly paneful must of bin 
to die so fur away from kin. 



Arkansas, On a daughter of Mrs. Cabbage: 

Sweet bud of innocence, so soon decayed 
So soon lopped oflf in tenderest vegetation. 



Milan, Ohio : 

yDear Willie how we miss you, 
We miss your pleasant smile. 
Your kind little hand. 
We never shall see vou, 
We never shall kiss you, 
Till we go to the pYom\^^^ \mv\ — 
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On a Crusader : 

I, Fitzgivens Knight, having fought doughtily 
in the Holy Land, and hewed many circumsized 
infidels, now rest in peace. Odi Profanum. 



On the Spartan defenders of ThermopylcB '; 

" Go, passenger, and tell at Lacedaeraon, that 
we died in obedience to her sacred laws." 



An ancient one much used : 

Physicians were all in vain. 



Requested hy King Darius : 

Here lies King Darius, who was able to drink 
many bottles of wine without staggering. 



Milford^ Conn.^ 1792. On a young lady aged 
twenty-four years : 

. Molly, though pleasant in her day. 
Was suddenly seized and sent away, 
How soon she's ripe, hovj soo\i %tv^'s rotten, 

Laid in the grave and sooiv loTgo\X^\i. 
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At Ahwdga on the Susquehanna River : 

/ Charles Lewis. 
He voted for Abraham Lincoln, s 



Newton^ Mass, : 

Capt. Thos. Prentice, 
Died 1709. 
He that's here interred needs no versifying, 
A virtuous life will keep the name from dying. 
He'll live tho' poets cease their scribbling rhyme. 
When that this stone shall moulder'd be by time. 



Baton Rouge^ La. : 

Here lies the body of David Jones. 

His last words were : 
I die a Christian and a Democrat. 



''On a very old tombstone in Middletown^ 

Conn. : 

Beautiful flower of M\ddV^\,o\^w. 

How art thou cutted dovqx^\ q.mXX^^^^^'^ 
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Butler County^ Ohio : 

Here lies the woman, the first save one, 
That settled on the Maine above Fort Hamilton, 
Her table was spread, and that of the best. 
And Anthony Wayne was often her guest. 



Westminster Ahhey : 

Thomas Par of the County of Salop, born in 
Anno 1483. He lived in the reign of ten Princes, 
viz., Edward lY, King Edward V, King Kich- 
ard III, King Henry VII, King Henry VIII, 
King Edward VI, Queen Mary, Queen Elizabeth, 
King James and King Charles. Aged 152 years, 
and was buried here Nov. 15, 1635. 



On hody of ^^ Prodiijiuni Willingamense^^ 
huried at Wellingham near Cambridge^ England : 

Stop traveller, and wondering know that here 
lie the remains of Thomas, son of Thomas and 
Margaret Hall. Before he was a year old, he 
arrived at puberty, and was near four feet high 
before he was three years old, endowed with great 
strength, exact symmetry of parts, and a stupen- 
dous voice. He had not quite reached his sixth 
year when he died, as of an advanced age. Here 
he was born and here he gave way to fate, Sep- 
temberSd, 1747. 
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In the CoUaUne way — at Home : 

(Translation.) 

To the Gods manes of sextos Perpenna Firmiis. 
I lived as I liked, but why I died, I can give no 
reason. 



> Death takes the good — 

Too good on earth to stay ; 
And leaves the bad — 
Too bad to take away. 



Boston, Copp^s Hill : 

/A sister of Sarah Lucas lieth here, 
Whom I did love most dear ; 
And now her soul has took its flight. 
And bid her spiteful foes good-night. 



Friends, as you pass, suppress the falling tear, 
You wish her out of heaven to wish her here. 



So unafflicted, so composed a mind, 
So firm, yet soft, so young, yet so refined, 
Wasting disease and paiw ^^N^t^SiVj \»yv^^ — 
The saint sustained it— \i\3A. \Jckft ^otkss^ ^^^- 
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On a very wicked man who was hilled by a fall 
from his horse : 

> Between the stirrup and the ground, 
I mercy asked, I mercy found. 



Woodland Cemetery, Phila, : 

Two stones side by side have engraved the words : 

Father Mother 

Connecting the two is an arch bearing the words : 

Divided in life — United in Death. 



A man was buried between his two wives. 
Their head-stones have engraved hands with the 
fore-fingers pointing downward toward the hus- 
band's grave, and under each hand the words : 

He was ours. 

On the husband's head-stone were two hands 
pointing to the two wives and underneath the 
words: 

They were mme. 
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On a Boston dergymcm by himsdf: 

/Beneath this stone lies the body of one 
Shamefully treated in life 
By his wife's son and Dr. Thorn 
And Daniel Slavey's wife. 



Sterling^ Miss. : 

)rAs she on her bed of sickness lay, 
Her friends stood weeping around, 
She not a word to them could say, 
No medicine could they get down. 



Near this place 

lies 

Charles Claudius Phillips 

whose absolute contempt of Biches 

& inimitable performance on 

the Violin 
made him the adxmT^\AG\v <A vi5^ 
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I, Jocky Bell o' Brackenbrow, lyes under this 

stane. 
Five of my awn sons laid it on my wame, 
I lived aw my deyes, but sturt or strife, 
Was man o' my meat, and master o'er my wife ; 
If you've done better in your time than I did in 

mine, 
Take the stane off my wame and lay it on thine. 



On the tomh of a musical composer : ' 

Here lies Sir John Hawkins 
Without his shoes or his stawkings. 



Here lies Elizabeth Wise, 

She died of thunder sent from heaven 

Seventy hundred and seventy-seven. 



On the French Satirist Piron, by himself, hav- 
ing been refused admission to the French Acad- 
emy : 

Here lies Piron, who was nothing, 
Not even an Academ\ci«ua. 
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On this marble drop a tear, 

Here lies fair Rosalind ; 
All mankind was pleased with her, 

And she with all mankind. 



On Lady Dorothy Bellingham : 

To labor born I bore, and by that form 

I bore to earth, to earth I straight was borne. 



Here rests a fine woman which was sent from 

above 
To teach virtues and graces to men. 
But God when he saw her in such very bad 

hands 
Recalled her to Heaven again. 



Over the grave of a wealthy Frenchman hy his 
direction after having committed suicide : 

Tired of this eteTTkaiV WV^xra^'?, 
and unbutiloTiVa^. 
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At Ripple near Upton-on-Severn : 

On a very tall man, seven feet four inches 
high, who died from over exertion in a contest 
to mow more hay than two other men : 

As you pass by behold my length. 
And never glory in your strength. 



On a Trout J at Worcestershire^ Engla/ad : 

In 
Memory 

Of The 
Old Fish. 
Under The Soil 
The Old Fish Do Lib 
20 Years He Lived 
And Then Did Die. 
He Was So Tame 
You Understand 
He Would Come And 
Eat Out Of Our Hand. 
Died April 20, 1855. 
Aged 20 Years. 



Epitaphs by ^^Max Adeler" 



From " Out of the Hurly- Burly, * ' by permission of the author. 



> Four doctors tackled Johnny Smith, 
They blistered and they bled him 
With squills and anti-bilious pills 
And ipecac they fed him. 
They stirred him up with calomel, 
And tried to move his liver, 
But all in vain, — his little soul, 
Was wafted o'er the river. 



The death angel struck Alexander McGlue 
And gave him protracted repose ; 
He wore a checked shirt and a Ko. Q ^Vs^^^j^. 
And had a pink v^axV oxvW^xtf^^- 
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Ko doubt he is happier d welling in space 

Over there on the evergreen shore. 

His friends are informed that his funeral 

takes place 
Precisely at quarter past four. 



Willie had a purple monkey 

Climbing on a yellow stick, 
And when he sucked the paint all off 

It made him deathly sick ; 
And in his latest hours he clasped 

That monkey in his hand, 
And bade good-bye to earth 

And went into a better land. 



Oh no more he'll shoot his sister 

With his little wooden gun, 
And no more he'll twist the pussy's tail 

And make her yowl, for fun. 
The pussy's tail now stands out straight ; 

The gun is laid aside ; 
The monkey doesn't jump around 

Since little Willie died. 
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We have lost our little Hanner, in a very pain- 
ful manner, 

And we often asked, How can her harsh suffer- 
ings be borne ? 

When her death was first reported, her aunt got 
up and snorted, 

With the grief that she supported, for it made 
her feel forlorn. 



She was such a little seraph that her father, 
who is sheriflf, 

Beally doesn't seem to care if he ne'er smiles in 
life again, 

She has gone, we hope, to heaven, at the early 
age of seven. 

(Funeral starts oflf at eleven) where she'll never- 
more have pain. 



Oh I bury Bartholomew out in the woods 
In a beautiful hole in the ground. 

When the bumble-bees buzz and the wood- 
peckers sing 
And the Btradd\e-V)wg& \,\wo!^^ w^njkw^. 
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So that, in winter, when the snow and the slush 

Have covered his last little bed. 
His brother Artemus can go out with Jane 

And visit the place with his sled. 



Mrs. McFadden has gone from this life ; 

She has left all its sorrows and cares; 
She caught the rheumatics in both of her legs, 

While scrubbing the cellar and stairs. 
They put mustard plasters upon her in vain ; 

They bathed her with whiskey and rum ; 
But Thursday her spirit departed, and left 

Her body entirely numb. 



Little Alexander's dead ; 

Jam him in a coffin ; 
Don't have as good a chance 

For a funeral often. 
Eush his body right around 

To the cemetery ; 
Drop him in the sepulchre 

With his TJncV^ Jevx'j, 
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A man named Sparks who survived his four 
wives, had their bodies moved to a new cemetery 
lot. On the way the remains became hopelessly 
mixed, so that he found it necessary to inter all 
four in one grave, with this inscription : 

Stranger, pause, and shed a tear 
For Susan Sparks lies buried here 
Mingled, in some perplexing manner, 
With Jane, Maria, and portions of Hannah! 
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ETIQUETTE There 18 no pas^Mit to good 8ocH> 

By Agnes H. Morton ^^^ good manners, fl Even though one 

possess wealth and intelligence, his suc- 
cess in life may be manred by ignorance of social cu^oms. 
4 A perusal oi this book wiU prevent such blunders. It is 
a book (or everybody, for the social leaders as well as foi 
those less a?rlitious. Q The subjedt is presented in a bright 
and inteire^Kiig maimer, and represents the lateit vogue. 

LETTER WRITING Why do mo^ persons dislike to 
By Agnes H. Morton write letters ? Is it not becau.«c 

they cannot say the right thing in 
the right place ? This admirable book not only shows by 
numerous examples just what kind of letters to vmte, but hj 
diredtionb and suggestions enables the reader to become an 
accomplished original letter writer. Q There are forms (or all 
kinds o( business and social letters, including invitations, 
acceptances, letters o( sympathy, congratulations, and love 
letters, 

QUOTATIONS A clever compilation o( pithy quota- 
By Agnes H. Morton *ions, seledled (rom a great variety of 

sources, and alphabetically arranged 
according to the sentiment. ^ In addition to all the popular 
quotations in current use, it contains many rare bits of prose 
and verse not generally found in similar colledlions. ^ One 
important feature of the book is found in the charadleri^c 
lines from well known authors, in which the familiar sayings 
are credited to their original sources. 

a 



. [PITAPHS Even death ks iu humorous sicl< 

By Frederic W. Unger fl There are said lo be " sermons i 
flones," bul when they are tombsiones 
there is many a smile mixed with the moral. Q Usually 
churchyard humor is all the more delightlul because it is 
unconscious, but there are times when it is intentional and 
none the less amusing. Q Of epitaphs, old and new. this 
boob contains the be^. It is full of quaint bits of obituaiy 
fancy, with a touch of the gruesome here and there for a 
relish. 

PROVERBS The genius, wit, and spirit of a nation 

By John H. BtcMel a^ discovered in iia proverbs, and the 

condensed wisdom of all ages and all 
nations is embodied in them. ^ A good proverb that fits 
the case is often a convincing argument, ^ This volume 
contains a rf presentative coHecSion of proverbs, old and new, 
and the indexes, topical and alphabetical, enable one to find 
readily juSt what he regimes. 

THINGS WORTH Can you name the coldeil place b 
KNOWING the United States or tell what yeai 

By John H. Bechtti }«<* '*'*5 days > Do you know 

how soon the coal fields of the 
world are likely to be exhau^ed, or how the speed of a 
moving train may be told ? What should you do lirft il 
you got a cinder in your eye, or your neighbor's baby swal- 
lowed a pin ? This unique, upt-to-dale book answers thou- 
lands of jitS such intere^g and utefuL o^<ceoEKa. 
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A DICTIONARY OF MoA of us disEke to look up a 
MYTHOLOGY mythological subjeift because 

By John H. Bcchtel ^ *« ^, requireA q This 

book lemedies that difficulty 
because in it can be found at a glance juA what is wanted. 
C| It is comprehensive, convenient, condensed, and the infor- 
mation is presented in such an interesting manner that when 
once read it will always be remembered. C| A diitindtive 
feature of the book is the pronunciation of the proper names, 
something found in few other works. 

SLIPS OF SPEECH Who does not make them? 
By John H. Bechtel The be^ of us do. fl Why not 

avoid them ? Any one inspired 
with the spirit of setf-improvement may readily do so. Q No 
necessity for studying rules of grammar or rhetoric when this 
book may be had. It teaches both without the Study of 
either. Q It is a counsellor, a critic, a companion, and a 
guide, and is written in a moil entertaining and chatty 
Style. 

HANDBOOK OF What is more disagreeable 

PI^ONUNCIATION ^^ a faulty pronunciation? 

By John H. Bechtel No other defecft so clearly 

shows a lack of culture, fl This 
book contains over 5,000 words on which most of us are 
apt to trip. ^ They are here pronounced in the deareSt and 
simple^ manner, and according to the beSt authority, fl It is 
more readily consulted than a ^Ctionaiy, and is juit as 
reliable- 
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I SYNONYMS book will not only enlarge you/ vocabu- t 



SYNONYMS book will not only enlarge you/ vocabu- 
By John H. Bechlel latY. but will show you how to express 
(he exadt ehade of meaning you have 
n mind, and will cultivate a more precise habit of thought 
and speech, ^ It will be found invaluable to busy joumaliib. 
merchanti, lawyers, ot clergymen, and a> an aid to teachen 
no less than to the boys and girls under thi 

AFTER-DINNER The dinner itself may be ever soj 
STORIES good, and yet prove a failure if there 

By John Hwrlion •= "° "^^ ^ enliven tlie company. 

Q Nothing adds so much zest to an 
occasion of this kind as a good ^ory well told. ^ Here are 
fiundteds of the lalefl, befl, brighte'Sl, and moS catchy Sories, 
aD of them short and pithy, and so easy to remember that 
anyone can lell them successfully. ^ Th' 
number of seleiAed toa^ suitable to al! 



TOASTS Most men dread being called upon to 

By WillUm Pitttngw respond to a toaS or to make an ad- 
dress, fl What would you not give for 
the abili^ to be nd <^ this embarrassment ? No need to 
give much when you tan leam the art from this little book. 
Q It will teD you how to do it ; not only that, but by ex- 
ample it will show the way. ^ It is valuable no 
the novi-e, but to the experienced speaker, who will gathei. 
from it many (uggeilioDs. 
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THE DEBATER'S There is no greater abiEly than 

TREASURY the power of skillful and fcxcibie 

By William Pittenger debate, and no acconqJiahnieiil 

more readil/ acquired if the peison 
is properly directed. ^ In this Kttle volume are diredlions for 
organizing and condu<5ting debating societies and pradiol 
sugge^ons for afl who desire to discuss quefiioos in public 
9 There is also a li^ of over 200 queAions for debate. ynUk 
arguments both affirmative and negative. 

PUNCTUATION Few persons can punctuate properly ; 
By Paul Allardyce ^^ avoid mistakes many do not pundtu- 

ate at all. 9 A perusal of this book 
will remove all difficulties and make all points clear. ^ The 
rules are plainly dated and freely iUu^ated, thus furnishing 
a mod useful volume. ^ Tlie author is everywhere recog- 
nized as the leading authority upon the subje(5l, and what 
he has to say is pradlical, concise, and comprehensive. 

ORATORY Few men ever enjoyed a wider ex- 

By Henry Ward Bcecher . perience or achieved a higher repu- 
tation in pubEc speaking than Mr. 
Beecher. ^ What he has to say on this sub}e<5t was bom 
of experience, and his own inimitable style was at once both 
statement and iDu^ation of his theme. ^ TMs volume is 
a unique and maiterly treatise on the fundamental princqiles 
of true oratory. 
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CONVERSATION Some people are accused of ulk. 
By J. ". Mihifty ""K *"*> much. But no one it ever 

laiceo to task tot talkmg too wefl. 
Q Of all the accompluhmentg of modem society, thai of 
being an agreeable conversationalijt holds ftrA place. Noth- 
ing is more delightful of valuable. Q To suggest what \o 
say, juSt how and when to tay it, » the general aim of this 
wo^. and it nicceeds moft admiiably in its purpose. 



READING The ability to read aloud well, 

AS A FINE ART whether at the fireside oc on the 
By Emwt Ugouvi P'^l'''^ platfonn, is a fine art 

^ The direcftions and sugges- 
tiofu contained in this work of ^andard authority wtD go fai 
toward the attainment of this channing accomplishmenL 
^ The work is especially recommended to teachers and 
others interested in the initmcflion of public school pupils. 



CONUNDRUMS Conundrums sharpen our wits and 
By Dun Riven '^^^ us to think quickly, fl They are 

also a lource of infinite amusement 
and pleasure, whiling away tedious hours and putting every- 
one in good humor, fl Tliis book contains an excellent col- 
letAioo of over a thousand of the lalefl, brighlefl, and mofl 
up-to-dale conundrums, to which are added many Sblicol, 
poetical, and French coaundnmo. 



MAGIC There is no more delightful fonn of enter- 

By Ellis Stanyon tainment than that afforded by the per- 
formances of a magician. C| My^erious as 
these performances appear, they may be very readily learned 
if carefully explained. €| This book embraces full and 
detailed descriptions of all the well known tricks with coins, 
handkerchiefs, hats, flowers, and cards, together with a 
number of novelties not previously produced or explained. 
^ Fully iDu^ated. 

HYPNOTISM There is no more popular or 

By Edward H. Eldridge. A. M. ntere^g form of entertain- 
ment than h3rpnotic exhibitions, 
and everyone would like to know how to hypnotize. Q By 
following the simple and concise instructions contained in this 
complete manual anyone may, with a little practice, readily 
leam how to exercise this unique and Grange power. 

WHIST "According to Cavendish'* is now 

By Cavendish almo^ as familiar an expression as 

Twenty.third Edition " according to Hoyle." ^ No whiit 

player, whether a novice or an expert, 
can afford to be without the aid and support of Cavendish. 
No household in which the game is played is complete 
without a copy of this book. ^ This edition contains all 
of the matter found in the English publication and at one- 
fourth the coA. 



PARLOR GAMES " What shall wc do lo amuse our- 
By Htltn E. llollliltr selves and our friends ? " is a ques- 

tion frequently propounded on rainy 
days and long ^vinler evenings, fl This volume mofl happily 
answers this question, as it contains a splendid colleiSion of 
aQ kinds of games for amusement, entertainment, and injtruo 
lioD. Q The games are adapted to both old and young, 
all classes will lind them both profitable and inlere^g. 

ASTRONOMY : Can you leU what causes 

The Sun and His Family day and night, seasons 

By JulU M»cN»lr Wrighl and years, tides and 

eclipses? Why is the 
sky blue and Mars red ? What are meteors and shooting 
^rs ? Q These and a thousand other questions are answered 
in a moA fascinating way in this highly intere^g volume. 
Few books contain as much valuable material so pleasantly 
packed in to small a space. Q llluAraled. 

BOTANY: The scientific study of 

The Story of Plant Life Botany made as btercft- 
By Ju[i> MacNiir Wright '"« a* » f^iry ule. fl ll " 

better reading than su< 
tales, because of the profit. ^ Each chapter is devoted to 
the month of the year in whi<:h plants of that month a 
evidence. Not only is the subjed treated with accuracy, 
but there is given much practical information as to ihe cai« 
and treatment of plants and flowen. ^ W>^^sa^at^. 



FLOWERS s Eveiy woman loves flowen, 

How to Grow Them but few succeed in growing 

Bv Eben E. Rexford them. With the hilp so 

clearly given in this book no 
one need fail C| It treats mainly of indoor flowers and plants 
— those for window gardening ; afl about their seledion, care, 
soil air, light, warmth, etc. ^ The chapter on table decora- 
tion alone is worth the price of the book. Q While the sub- 
je(5l of flowers is quite thoroughly covered, the ^le used is 
plain, simple, and free from aD technicalities. 

DANCING A complete in^trudor, beginoiag wkh 

By Marsuerite Wilson ^ ^^ positions and^teps and leading 

up to the square and round dances. 
C| It contains a full Hit of calls for all of the square dances, 
and the appropriate music for each figure, the etiquette of 
the dances, and 1 00 figures for the gemian. Q It is unusu- 
ally well iDu^rated by a large number of original drawings. 
C| Without doubt the be^ book on the sub}e(5t. 

ASTROLOGY If you wish to obtain a horoscope of 

By M. M. Macgregor V^^^ ^^^^ ^^* or i^ yo" would like to 

know in what business or profession you 
will beit succeed, what friends you should make, whom you 
should many, the kind of a person to choose for a business 
partner, or the time of the month in which to begin an enter- 
prise, you wiU find these and hundreds of other vital ques- 
tions solved in thb bode by the sciei\ce of Astrology. 
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GRAPHOLOGY : Do you know thai evoir ] 

How to Read Characicr time you write five o 
from Handwriting >« "i"" y™' f""'* ' 

By Cllftad 11o..rf ""P'"" '"™ -' J™ 1 

characHet ? Anyone who 
undet^ands Graphology can teil by simply examining your 
handwndng jufl whal sort of a person you aie. fl There is 
no method of charat^et reading ihat is more interesting, more 
Iniflworthy, and more valuable than ihat of Graphology, 
and it is the aim of this volunne to enable anyone to become 
a ma^er of this moit fascinating art. 

PRACTICAL PALMISTRY TT.e hand show, the j 

By Henry Frith ™an, but many who be- I 

lieve in palmiitiy have ' 
found no ready access lo its principles. ^ Thk little guide 
to it is complete, truilworthy. and yet simple in arrangement. 
fl With this book and a little pradlicc anyone may read 
charadter surely, retail pafl events, and forecast ihe future. , 
q Fully iUuflraled. 

CIVICS ! Uis book answers a multi- 

What Every Citizen '"de "f question! of inleteSt to 

Should Know everyone. ^ It gives intelli- 

ByC.-rg.Uwl. .^f' ^™"^' ^^ complete 

iniormalion on such 1o[mcs es 

the Monroe Dortrine, Behring Sea Controversy, Extradition 

Treaties, Basis of Taxation, and fully explains the meaning 

of Habeas Corpus, Free Coinage. Civil Service, Australian 

Ballot, and a great number of other equally inleiefla&twW^k 
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LAW, AND HOW TO .«o«r legal difficulties arise 
KEEP OUT OF IT fr<M» ignorance of the minor 

By Paschal H. Cogglni. Esq. f<^}^ of kw. fl This book 

furnishes to the busy man and 
woman knowledge of juA such points as are mo^ Hkety to 
arise in every-day affairs, and thus protects them again^ 
mental worry and financial loss. C| Not only is this informa- 
tion Eberally given, but every point is so explained and illus- 
trated that the reader wiD not only understand the law on 
the sub}e<5t, but caimot fail to remember it. 

CLASSICAL DICTIONARY M literature abounds 
By Edward S. Ellis, A. M. m classical allusions, but 

many do not understand 
their meaning. C| The force of an argument or the beauty 
of an illustration is therefore often loSt. C| To avoid this, 
everyone should have at hand a complete dicftionary such as 
this. Q It contains all the classical allusions worth knowing, 
and they are so ready of access as to require little or no 
time in looking up. 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES Plutarch was the moSt famous 
By Edward S. Ellis. A. M. biographer and one of the moSt 

delightful essayists who ever 
Hved. ^ To him we are indebted for an intimate acquaint- 
ance with many famous Greeks and Romans who made 
history and who Slill live. ^ This book is a condensed form 
of the original " Lives.'* ^ All the personages likely to be 
inquired about are mentioned, and what is told of them is 
juSt what one moSt wishes to know. 
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DLF 

By Horace Hulchlnion 



Golf, lo-day, is a synonym for "out- 
to thousanas of busy people. 

D This flandard book gives a com- 
plete bislory of ihe game, togclber wilh inSnidions for ihe 
seledion of implements, anJ full diredHons for playing. 
^ Much intere^g information relating to celebrated links 
and famous players is presented. ^ A convenient glossary. 
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FIRST AID 
TO THE INJURED 

By F. J. Warwick 



Lives car) be saved and much 
suffering prevented fc y the 
Study of this work. ^ What 
to do in ell kinds of accidents, 
as well as in the fitfl Stages of iDncss, with a brief and simple 
jtalement of the human cnalomy, conSitute ihe chief features 
of the book, fl It is written in a pl:un and simple way, 
easily understood, and its value is further increased by Its 
copious illuflralions. 



I 
I 



NURSING 

By S. Virginia Ltvii 



Every household has its serious illnesses, 
but tew families can afford a profes- 
sional nurse. ^ This book is tlie next 
beil thing, bellcr in son" respe<as, as anyone can eauly 
follow its irs.-'jiftians, and when once learned they are 
always Evaildble, ^ The fullest particulars are given for the 
care of the sick in all the simple as well as the serious ail- 
ments of life. 



ELECTRICITY An interesting and thoroughly reEabk 
By George L Fowler presentation of the subjedt for the ama- 
teur or skilled eledtiician. ^ If you wish 
to install an dodtric door-beD, con^rudt a tdq;)hone, wire a 
house, or understand the workings of a dynamo, this volume 
win furnish the required information. Q A pradical book ol 
inestimable value to eveiyone. 
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